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Anew puzzle compiled by Nigel Robinson, author of The Doctor Who Crossword Book. 


18; RETROSPECTIVE: 30 YEARS IN THE TARDIS 
Director Kevin Davies describes his feelings as he prepared a fans’ ultimate dream 
- a Thirtieth Anniversary documentary on Doctor Who. 


21; CROSSWORD ANSWERS 
30: RETROSPECTIVE: THE PARADISE OF DEATH 


Brigadier Lethbridge-Stewart himself, actor Nicholas Courtney, remembers his 
involvement with BBC Radio 5’s contribution to Doctor Who's Thirtieth Anniversary. 


42; RETROSPECTIVE: DIMENSIONS IN TIME 
Sophie Aldred, best known as Ace, takes us through her personal memories of making 
BBC Television's only drama celebration for the Thirtieth Anniversary of Doctor , 


Who, 
a E 
5: THE NAKED FLAME 
The Fourth Doctor returns to Vortis where he and Sarah Jane discover a new threat facing the 


Menoptra. A new comic strip adventure by Warwick Gray, illustrated by Charlie Adlard and 
coloured by Steve Whitaker, 


14: URROZDINEE 


The First Doctor and Susan almost get embroiled in some futuristic political wrangling ... Anew 
story by Mark Gatiss, author of Nightshade and SI. Anthony's Fire Iilustrated by Alistair Hughes. 


22: BRIEFLY NOTED 
The Second Doctor takes Jamie and Zoe on a musical instrument hunt... Anew story written by 
dustin Richards, author of Theatre of War, and illustrated by Brian Hudd. 


26: THE HUNGRY BOMB 

The Third Doctor and Sarah go for a bite to eat with the Chelonians - not all of whom are happy 
to see humanaids on their planet. A new story by Gareth Roberts, author of The Highest Science 
and Tragedy Day, and illustrated by Phil Bevan, 


32: RESCUE 
‘A young man is on the run from the Cybermen . , . until someone comes to his rescue. A very special 
story by Dimensions in Time writer David Rodan. 


34: THE BEAST INSIDE 
The Fourth Doctor and Romana encounter @ strange park-keeper and an even stranger park. A 
new story by Daniel Blythe, author of The Dimension Riders and Infite Requiem. llvstrated by Paul 


\yse. 


38: ONE LAST CHANCE 

A time-hopping assassin and a case of mistaken identity cause problems for the Fifth Doctor and 

Turlough. A new story written by Steve Lyons, author of Conundrum, and illustrated by Alan 
orton. 


46: WORK IS HELL 

The Sixth Doctor and Peri find themselves caught up in.a bizarre war where nothing is quite what it 

ome [Aine story. by, Sirian Measioghewn cuttin of Strange England, and illustrated by Phil 
an, 


50: BLOOD INVOCATION 

Ancient Gallifreyan Vampires are rising again and the Fifth Doctor finds one of his companions has 
been infected with their bloodlust. A new comic strip by Paul Cornell with art by John Ridgway 
and colours by Paul Vyse. 


58: IT'S ONLY A GAME 

The Seventh Doctor and Ace go for a meal - and find they may have bitten off more than they can 

chew. A new story written by Andy Lane, auther of AllConsuming Fre, and ilusrated by Adrian 
mon, 
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ACROSS 

7. He prosecuted the TARDIS crew because of the common cold, 

8, She knew of the old times before R: } 

9, Katryca and Brok nth. (4) 

10, Author recommended to Adric. (9) 

12, He tried from a deadly plague, and was 
murdered for it 

16. She followed in t 

17. The Honourable Aubrey Waites, Maximus Petrulian, the Beatle 
Richard Maynarde, Billy ac Shangri-La and the Second Doctor with his 

det could form one. (5 

18, He was ‘marked! for-a corpse. (4) 

19, Mawdryns prison? (4, 7) 

22. Was he caught in.a webe (9) 

24. Woman's name. (4 

25, They stole from the Time Lords. (@) 

26, A near relative of the volcano which 


save his home plane 
8) 


ather’s footsteps and became a scientist 4s 


sroyed Pompeii. (4) 


DOWN 

1, Vena, Myktos and Tekdcer, (9) 
2. Ersewhile associate of both Veg 
3. The Doctor, Susan, anand Barbara travelled chrough ehis Forest. (4) 
¥ (and 20 Down) She was born in another time, anothes world. (2, 9, 5) 
5. Literally, the Melkur was trapped in this. (5) 

6. Male deer (4) 

11. He feared the paver of the hat-stand. (9) 

13, A’Time Lord and an Androgum did this to a bill in Seville. (3, 2) 

14, A member of UNIT. (9) 

15, Did the Inquisitor become one ar the Doctor and Mel's suggs 
20, See 4 Dawn, 
21, There to be moved sonically. (5) 
23, Refiage from the Malus. (4) 


Nexos and the Ice Warriors, (9) 


ROSS 

‘Guardian on board the Ark ar the time of the Doctor's first visit. (5) 
English gentlewoman who knew too many of the Doctor's secrets. (9) 
He found the Black Orchid."(9) 


A oni reprilius who helped the Third Doctor but was 


doing sa. (3, 8 
Miss Travers. (4) 
Group of nine musicians. (5) 

fell victim to the Robots of Death on board the Sandminer. (4 
Mawdryn's ship was caughe in one above Earth. (4, 7) 

Head of the World Ecology Bureau. (9) 

Woman 
romedans who brok 


an nto the Matrix and stole the Time Ltd 


26. Volcano in Sicily. (4) 

DOWN 

1, The Borad’s people. (9) 

2/, Federation traitor eticountered by the Third Doctor on Peludon. (9) 
3. Emotion generated by the Keller Machine, (4) 


14, 


15. 
20. 


21. 


23. 


and 20 Lown) Susan Foreman was noc from this planet. (2, 9, 5) 


Goronwy mide many jars of it. (5 


5 Male deer (4) 
11, Captain Revere’s son. (9) 


One thing the Dalek’s couldn't do in their pursuit of the Fourth 
Doctor on Skaro but managed to chasing the Seventh Doctor in 
Shoreditch, (3. 2 

UNI'T sergeant ander Brigadier Bambeta’s command. (9) 
The Doctor and Barust have both held this office. (9) 
See 4 Dawn. 

driver, (3 

lat of Lirde Hodcombe church, (4) 


4 


|_| 


ston Kulindrica scrabbled 
desperately with the lid of the jar, 
inside which an assortment of 


brightly coloured shapes jostled like loose 
teeth. It was imperative to get it open, He 
had to be calm for the arrival of the 
Minister and the trangs were the only 


guarantee of he had in these 
troubled times. 
He cursed, sweat coursing down his 
pale, drawn face, and smashed the 
offending receptacle against the wall. It 
Shattered, releasing its. precious contents, 
and Kulindrica was down on his knees in 
an instant. The tiny pills were hardly in 
his mouth when he turned at the 
unmistakable sound of footsteps behind 
him, 
{L-soled boots had come to 
alt on the soft pile of the 


“Bon soir, Gaston,” said a smooth, low 
voice. 
Kulindrica’s head jerked upwards like 
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the crack of a whip, his yellowy eyes wide 
with fear. 

“Minister! Forgive me, Iwas... 1... 

The Minister slid towards a chair, his 
well-cut shark-skin suit disguising the rot- 
und lines of his body. “You were what, 
Gaston? Trying to calm yourself down? 
Whatever for? You know you have 
nothing to fear from me. 

The Minister lit a long, fat cigar and 
smiled sweetly, His face was pudgy but 
characterful, rosey cheeks and dumpling 
chin offset by steely grey eyes, “Now then, 
about the firele matter of the Dutch 
Assassins,” 

They're bought and paid for!” wailed 
Kulindrica. “They'll be untraceable.” 

“Don't interrupt, you silly litte man,” 
purted the Minister. “I know you've done 
your job and that these foreigners — even if 
caught — would have no idea of their 
employer's identity. Or that of their 
victim come to thar,” He leant forward 
in the chair, his unpleasantly toba 


heavy breath streaming into Kulindrica's 
face. “My only problem now is you.” 

‘The frightened man began to struggle 
to his feet bur the Minister sent him back 
towards the carpet with a vicious kic 
from his expensive shoes. “Don't get up, 
Hi said, pulling @ blac froma te aide 


ica put his hands to his face and 
was about to plead for his life when the 
Minister shot a very neat, very large hole 
through the unfortunate man’s swe: 
listened forehead. 
Nearby in a huge, filthy square, 
moonlight shone bone-white on a 
higeledy-piggledy collection of run-down 
buildings, There were several dozen 
shanty structures with corrugated iron 
roofs, backing onto once-clegant Georgian 
houses, A broken fountain poked out of 
the shattered marble centre of the square, 
its moult choliel wath wesband aia 
Rising above the tatty streets was an 


incongrously beautiful castle, its high 
rowers and beautifully sweeping white 
walls like something from a fairy-tale, The 
tracks of a long-disused mono-rail swept 
down from the castle almost to the 
entrance of the square. Moments later, 
there was a new arrival as, with a 
strangulated, grating whine, the TARDIS 
materialised in the shadow of the castle. Its 
structure shimmered and instantly took 
on the appearance of a lean-to shed. 

Susan was the first to pop her head 
around the door — having taken a very 
rapid gravity and radiation readin 

“Ie must be Earth again, Grandfather,” 
she insisted, looking back into the ship. 

Tush, tush, child” cried the old man, 
emerging into the night. “It might be any 
number of places. You must never jump 
to conclusions.” 
led a bony finger in Susan’s 
we and then turned to lock the 
s. He had put on a cloak 
over his frock-coat and his favourite 
astrakan hat was perched, somewhat 
uunsteadily, on the long, silvery mane of his 
hair, 

He swept round, his chumbs hooking 
into his lapels in their familiar way and 
gazed around the square with some 
distaste. “Oh dear, dear. Not very 
promising, eh?” 

Susan was already cambering onto the 
fountain in an effort to get a better view. 
“Oh, I don't know. It looks fun. Lots of 
different things all thrown together. Like 
building bricks.” 

‘The Doctor looked over towards the 
huge castle. Its stone-work was turning 
from moonlit-blue to the pinkish glow of 
dawn. “Well, here comes a sun to shed a 
litde light on the matter,” he said. 

Susan shielded her eyes as the sun rose 
over the horizon, illuminating a vista of 
buildings, all crammed together in a 
nightmare of architectural confusion. 

hole streets seemed to have been linked 
together without a thought for their 
cohesion; red-brick Victorian tenements 
fought for space with idyllic Bavarian 
taverns. The rusting mono-rail rose over a 
row of cottages which owed so much to 
Hansel and Gretel they could have been 
made of ginger-bread. 

Susan took all this in but, for the 
moment, was mote concerned with the 
sun, now blazing healthily in the morning 
sky. “That's Sok” she called down to the 
Doctor. “Or I'm a monkey's uncle.” 

The Doctor gave a lite chuckle. “Well, 
evolutionarily speaking, my dear, you may 
well be quite right!” He thrust out a hand 
and Susan helped him up onto the 
cracked marble lip of the fountain 

He considered the newly revealed city 
with interest, “Yes. The style of building 
would certainly indicate Earth. Bur, | 
must confess I've never seen anything 
quite like this before.” He pressed his 
hand to his breast and frowned. “Why 
such a mish-mash? Hmm? It’s very 
perplexing, Yes, very perplexing indeed.” 
He hopped down onto the ground. 
“Come along, Susan, I think a little 
exploring is called for.” 


“The Minister lit another cigar as he made 
his way towards the Eminence's office, He 
knocked at the heavy wooden door and a 
small, rather frightened voice called 
“Come in.” 

"The Eminence was standing on a chair, 
his slight frame covered by an opulent 
crimson gown, its edges bordered with 
ermine, “Oh, hello Jules,” he said, looking 
up. A very small, thin man was fussing 
around the hem of the gown, his ceeth 
crammed with pins. He exchanged a 
curious look wih the Minister 

“What's all this, Eminen 
Minister with a short laugh 

"The Eminence looked a litte affronted. 
“I's for the opening of the Third 
Assembly, Do you think it’s too 
ostentatious?” 

‘The Minister restrained the giggle 
which was bubbling in his lungs and 
shook his head. “Not at all, Eminence. 
“The leaders of the Old Times were quite 
famous for their dressing up.” 

The Eminence frowned. “That's the 
last thing I want to be compared to. 
There's enough talk already about the 
ancien regime.” 

He climbed carefully to the floor and 
pulled off the gown, thrusting i hurriedly 
into the tailor’s hands as though anxious 
to distance himself from the garment. He 
dismissed the tailor and sat down behind a 
long, desk. Now in his usual high-collared 
grey suit, he was a modestly-sized man 
with prematurely greyed hair and skin che 
colour of wet papier maché. A pair of 
thick-lensed spectacles were jammed onto 
the end of his nose. 

He brushed himself down, his hands 
shaking with nervousness and pointed to 
padded leather chair “Sit down, Jules. 
Please.” 

The Minister eased his bulk into the 


cried the 


chair and stubbed out his cigar in a 
marble ashtray. He steepled his fing 
and looked the Eminence in the eyes. 
“You wanted to see me, Eminence?” 

‘The nervous leader cleared his throat. 
“Yes, Yes, Ido, Jules. T want... . 1 wanted 
ro solind you out.” 

‘The Minister raised a pudgy hand. 
“Mok” 

The Eminence nodded, fingering the 
collar of his suit. "As Minister of Poverty, 
you are uniquely qualified to answer my 
question. Are the people becoming 
restless 

The Minister raised his eyebrows and 
thought for a moment before answering, 
He had only recently been promoted to 
Poverty from the Ministry of Death and 
didn’t feel uniquely qualified about 
anything, But the Eminence was clearly 
disturbed about something, He decided to 


s,” replied the Eminence. “What do 
you think? I need to establish my own 
identity. Ever since I became Eminence 
there've been rumours of plots. People 
Ministers... anxious to take my place. 
He fixed the Minister with a stare which 
he had hoped would he unblinking. It 
wasn't 

The Minister fidgeted with the arm of 
the chair. “Eminence. You can count on 
my full support, And that of all your 
colleagues in the Assembly. I can't think 
what Urrozdinee would do without you.” 

“The Eminence seemed pleased. “Good. 
Good.” He rose from his chair and 


; 
? 
; 


pointed towards the door. “I'd like a full 
report on what my citizens are feeling... 
displeased about, Jules. And a list of those 
Tan count on. 

The Minister bowed and exited, his 
pase quickening as he towed down the 
long corridors of the castle. The Eminence 
was frightened, The Eminence was going 
to call an election, The Eminence was 
vulnerable. ‘The Minister found the tailor 
hiding in a recess. “Ah, Petior? Is all 
ready?" 

The tailor nodded, his pin-filled 
mouth smiling horribly. “Everything is 

repared Minister, The Dutchmen have a 

full description of exactly what the 
ninence will look like. They can't miss 
him.” 

“L hope not, Petiot. ‘That is the idea, 
afterall.” 

The Minister walked away. True, he 
couldn't think what Urrozdinee would do 
without that weakling fool. But he was 
going to havea lot of ftun imagining ir. 


Fhe Doctor and Susan were almost at the 
castle doorway. They turned around, 
surveying the vast city with a mixture of 
awe and distast 
“Te’s huge, Grandfather!” gasped Susan. 
And even stranger from up here.” 
The Dactar nodded slowly. ‘The 
remains of the mono-rail, now lite more 
than a carriage rusting gently on the 
tracks, terminated just before the castle 
entrance, He poked his head inside the 
train. It smelled rather dreadful 
“Extraordinary. Extraordinary,” he mused, 
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He tured back towards the castle and 
tapped the great wooden doorway with 
his finger “Still, let us address the problem 
of how to get in, hmm?” 

Susan marched boldly up to the door 
and banged on it with the flat of her hand. 
Instantly, a small hatch opened and a 
swarthy, moustachioed face appeared, 

Wha” 

The Doctor rolled his eyes, “Young 
man, | wonder if you might furnish us 
with a litde information? 

The face wrinkled in puzzlement 
“Whar?” 

Susan laughed, “He means, can you tel 
tus where we are, And when? 

The guard hesitated, a torrent of 
abusive ‘Where’ve you been hiding 
yourselves’-type questions fermenting in 
his vindictive brain. 

Eventually he muttered “You're in the 
City of Urrozdinee. And if you don’t 
know the year, I'm not going to tell you.” 

He slammed shur the litte spy-hole, 

The Doctor sat down on the castle 
steps and frowned, his blue eyes twinkling 
in the sunshine, “Urrozdinee?” he 
pondered. “Now why does that sound 
familiar?” 

Susan propped herself up against the 
castle wall. “Perhaps we've been here 
before, Grandfather, You know how you 
lose track.” 

The Doctor huffed with irritation. 
“Nonsense! If I had been here before, 
child, I should know it! No. There's 
something else. Something that doesn’t 
quite make sense.” 


Thete doesn’t seem to be anyone 
about,” murmured Susan, “I mean, for 
such a big place.” 

“That's because it’s a public holiday,” 
said an oily, unfamiliar voice. 
Susan whirled around. A large, well- 
buile man in a shiny suie was gazing levelly 
And might I ask what you're 
doing in a restricted area?” The Minister 
raised his blaster and trained it carefully 
on the Docror and Susan. 


The Eminence had felt uncomfortable in 
his crimson gown and left it in his 
chambers. Ir smacked too much of the 
Old Times and it was more than ever 
essential for him to be seen asa man of the 
people, But anything thar lent him an air 
of authority would help at the moment. 
He bit his lip anxiously. Procrastinating 
. Couldn't he even make a decision 
about what he would wear? What a useless 
leader he was, Pethaps the people were 
right. No, no. It was just the doom- 
merchants sabotaging his potential. If he 
was only allowed his head, a chance to 
establish his credentials 

‘The opening of the Third Assembly 
was his last hope. He walked nervously 
towards the great castle hall where his 
peers were even now gathering. As he 
reached the foot of the staircase, two pairs 
of shifty eyes regarded him without 
interest. 


“I've told you, you young fool,” barked 
the Doctor. “We know nothing of your 
vulgar politics. Now will you let us go?” 


The Minister walked the whole length 
of the not very big interrogation room, his 
ubiquitous cigar clutched in two far 
fingers, “I don’t believe you, Doctor 
whoever-you-are, Nor do I believe that 


anyone in 2134 doesn’t know what year it 
ist” 


You've just told us,” cried Susan 
excitedly. “2134! I wonder what 
everyone's like? 

“If they're all as pleasant as this one, 1 
suggest we go back to the Ship and try 
somewhere ese,” muttered the Doctor. 

‘The Minister looked at them both 
dlosely. “Iam poised to take control of this 
city-state, At noon precisely our esteemed 
Eminence Grise ~ and never was such a 
title more deserved — will make his address 
to the Third Urrozdincen Assembly. As 
he does so, two assassins from the New 
Dutch Republic will cut him down where 
he stands, I shall leap into the vacuum so 
abhorred by nature and declare myself 
Eminence. [ put it to you that you are 
spies sent here to check up on me, Who 
sent you? The Minister of Disease? Was 
it? La Vache? I knew that devil had gor a 
whiff of my plans! 

The Minister was babbling now much 
to the Doctor's amusement. He was less 
amused, a moment later, when the obese 
official ordered them both outside to be 
shot. “You are of no consequence now, 
Nothing can stop me.” He drafled tor 
the room. Two guards began to frog- 
march the Doctor and Susan outside. 

“You're making a terrible mistake!” 
cried Susan as the great castle doors were 
thrown open. The sunshine outside now 
seemed painfully bright. 

Suddenly, the Doctor swept around, 
flinging his cloak into the faces of both 
guards. “Quickly Susan!” he bellowed, 
scrambling over to the mono-rail and into 
the cabin of the train. 

Susan was with him in an instant. To 
the Doctor's relief, the train was still 
functioning and, after a brief stragele with 
the unfamiliar controls, they were some 
way down the hillside before the startled 
guards could fire their blasters. The train 

egan to gather speed, rattling past the 
motley collection of gaudy houses and 
palaces, ornamental lakes and squares. By 
the time the Doctor pulled on the brake, 
they were only feet away from the 
unfamiliar shed exterior of the TARDIS. 

Huffing and puffing, the Doctor and 
Susan clambered onto solid ground. The 
Doctor opened the door of the TARDIS 
and ushered Susan inside with some relief 
“Come along child,” he said. “That's quite 
enough adventure for a while. I think it's 
high time we put down some roots.” 

“As long as it's not in Urrozdinee, 
Grandfather,” laughed Susan. 

The Doctor smiled as they stepped into 
the TARDIS. “Oh, I have somewhere in 
mind, my dear. 1 just hope the Ship can 
get us there. 


‘The Minister struggled into the too-small 
crimson robe which the Eminence had 
recently abandoned, It would look rather 
splendid for his first day in power. And 
now that power was almost his, he would 


change things. The history books said the 
city had once been a place of fun and 
laughter. Pethaps it could be so again. 
Within reason, of course. No poor people 
clogging up the system for a start. He 
would root out the squatters and other 
undesirables whom the legends blamed 
for occupying the city in the first place, 
some time in the early twenty-first 
century. The ancien regime had intended 
to demolish the place but the bleeding 
hearts had kepr it open as'a solution to the 
problem of the homeless millions, Then 
the inevitable had happened. The place 
had grown enormous, eventually 
absorbing the old city — what was it called? 
Paris, or something, he thought. Now 
there must be order and reason. Nor this 
shambles, He would make it his job as 
Eminence to restore Urrozdince to her 
former glory. 

The Minister strode purposefully 
towards the doors of the great hall and 
puished them open, Before him were some 
te ibe hous ok acess ons gihoen Ye 


would shortly have absolute power. In the 
centre of the them, looking strangely 
naked without his gown, the Eminence 
rose to make his address. The Minister 
considered himself very clever, using 
foreign assassins with no idea of 
Urrozdineen politics, They didn't even 
know what the Eminence looked like, 
such was the grey moron’s anonymity. 
Two shifty-looking individuals stepped 
out of the crowd and looked towards the 
Minister. He smiled, then glanced down 
at his crimson robe. As they raised their 
guns and blasted him down an old French 


oath slipped unheard from his lips, 


In the square, the TARDIS dematerialised 
with a strangulated, grating whine. On the 
damp, rotten plaster of the wall behind it, 
a poster of a cartoon mouse waggled his 
huge black ears before an excited crowd of 
visitors. The Castle shone dreamily 
behind him and above, in fire-work 
lertering, exploded the legend: “When you 


wish upona star..." bo 
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The Daleks gather in the vicinity of Westminster Bridge once mor 
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him with various proposals 

The fist was a rather rambling drama 
treatment (Tomb of the Time Lords) which 
1 had kicked around with the composer 
Mark Ayres, featuring Ace and a mysterious 
Time Lord searching the Doctor's memory 
in the Matrix, The project was’ tightly 


rejected for being too involved and expen- 
sive, but it would have been fun blu 

screening Sophie Aldred into vintage clips 
A later idea was Through the TARDIS with 
Lloyd Grosman, a five minure programme 
in which Grossman would have had the 
same treatment, bursting in through the 


TARDIS doors, drawling “So WHO lives 
here?” 

Another proposal, called The Legend 
Bagins was a drama-documentary about the 
creation of the series and would have 
involved casting actors to play William 
Hartnell, Verity Lambert, Sydney 
Newman and others from 1963. I eve 
sent it to Verity Lambert herself when The 
Late Show tumed it down, but her compa- 
ny couldn’ have done it without the BBC 
T had suggested Pete Postlethwaite for the 
part of Hartnell, which Verity had agreed 
with, and he has since been nominated for 
an Oscar and become rather famous. 

[sent an oudine for a programme about 
Terry Nation to The South Bank Show, 
using the Daleks’ Thirtieth Anniversary as a 
hook, bur although they were interested 
they had commissioned the whole year 
ahead already, 

John Whiston had hinted that the birth- 
day might feature several programmes over 
a period of a week or a single evening. I 
wrote several more proposals including an 
idea for a Series of five-minute shows called 
The Unsung Heroes of Doctor Who. They 
included items on the stuntmen, visual 
effects and costume people 


STATE SECRE 


With the blessing of Ben Aaronoyitch, = 


Kevin Davies (running) prepares to record the motion-controlled shot for Josh Maguire's entrance into the TARDIS. 


Photo © Marcus Hearn. 


ive Draconian at The South Bank 


trimmed from the transmitted version 


Mare Plart and} wrote a short draft for a 
humorous pseudo-documentary abou 
UNIT called Sree Secret: Who Were the 
Doctor? based on a minot plot clement 
from Marc’s novel of Ben's Battlefield We 
were going to shoot door-stepping inser 
views with the Brigadier and Sarah Jane in 
1 rather Roger Cook-style expose on. the 
undercover activities of UNIT 

advisors all. code 


and. their 
mysterious scientific 
named “Doctor , Clips from the series wer 

» be captioned as ‘Reconsttuctions 


go 
Te-was rejected. 


This went on all chroug 
The year's major Doctor Who conventior 


Con, was looming. | knew that a 
great any likely incerviewees would be 
guesting at the big. Thirdieth, Anniversary 
convention, and it would he-an ideat place 


to take a camera. But the decision to make 
2 programme rested with John Whistors 
and he vets too busy on other things. 

And then came 
rely briefly on board that doog 
8 past-production effects supervi 


The Dirk Dimensio 


gor, There were some ingeresting, discus: 
with the director, Graeme Harper. 
T attended the one big. production 


one of many sequences 
f'the documentary. Photo © Tony Clark. 


miceting with all the other heads of depast 
ments. But by the end of the same week the 
project was cancelled. On: that famous 
‘Freaky Friday’ had at last had a call from 
John Whiston officially inviting me to 


direct the Thirdeth Anniversary 
show, two hours before David 
Jackson rang to say The Dat 


dimension was dead. For i brief 
nerve-wricking couple of hours 
before that'call I tied to decide 
whether to work on the t 
Who special, or direct che smaller 
documentary. Which would you 
house? I was relieved to have the 
decision wken from me, and be a 
+ fish in a smaller pool. 

A proposal called Eulogy for a 
Doctor featuring a dinner paity of 
paist companions swapping stories, 
was briefly toyed with as a possible 
drama-and-clips rey 
The Dark Dimension, but ir, too, 
suundds of ose 


i¢ Doctor 


cement for 


was rejected or 


FLASHBACKS 
30 Yes in the TARDIS was the 
working tie of the final oudine T 


Nic 


had sent to John Whiston. It originally 
involved the Brigadier and Sarah arriving at 
a UNIT hangat to find an (unseen) Doctor 
lying on a hospital bed clutching a cable 
connecting him to the TARDIS, A dor 
mane Dalek stands condoned off nearby: 
and we see flashbacks to classic clips as the 
Doctor's friends reminisce. The drama 
scenes were to be interspersed with inter 
views with cast and crew the medics 
fight to save the Doctor's life is mitrored in 
the series! declining ratings graph. At the 
end, the Doctor, face unseen, seems t die 
only to slip away quietly in the TARDIS 
when everyone's back is tumed. 

John Whiston said alchough it was. neat 
idea, I should write another, less complicit 
ed, outline since hed only given me the 
ahead nine weeks before transmissic 
During the first week of production | wrote 
a final outline telling the story chrough the 
1 young man in a Sixtiés. ining 
toom, with interviews set in famous Doctor 
Who situations, John Whiston gave it the 
once-over, anid we gor-going, 

Ie felt very strange walking into the BBC 
Television Centre legitimately, after all the 
times 1 had bluffed my way past the com 
missionaires to watch Doctor Who being, 


eyes of 


recorded when T was an art student. Even 
working on. The Hitch Hiker’ Givide to the 
Gakey and Blake’ Seven, | had been mere 
ly a visiting fretlaneer. But the dream came 
true as 1 was given a pass, an olfice, & pro- 
duetion assistant and a researcher: 

Sheila Casstles had been a. production 
assistant at the BBC forever, T think, and 
guided me through the BBC quagmire of 
paperwork and officialdom. The place had 
changed a lot during her time, and f was to 
hear a lot about it during this, her final 
show before retirement, Jane Rundle, my 
researcher, was unflappably cool, and 
Doctor Who Magazine's ace archivist 
idrew Pixley was indispensable, answer 
= questions from many team metibers at 
all hours of the day and night by ‘phone 
and location in person, He, Steve Roberts 
and Paul Venezis (both BBC technic 
unearthed many gems from the video 


library 
Practically the first thing 1 remember 
asking Jane to. do was place an advert in the 


holas Courtney and plastic chum at Chelsea’s 
National Army Museum, Photo © Marcus 
Hearn. 


Doneaster newspapers asking for 
from the airshow which William Harn 
attended, We later managed to track down 
Hartnell’s granddaughter, Judy (Jessica 
Camey who had a souvenir album of his, 
enabling us to pinpoint the eyene to the 
day 

1 was offered the Dalek movie trailers by 
a private collector, anid decided to find out 
what Roberta (Susan) Tovey looked like 
these days; She was eleven when she made 
the first film and on the ‘phone I asked her 
what she would be wearing when she came 
to meet us, so that I could recog 
Sadly, it wasn’t those litte whire socks. 

One ofthe many headaches I gave Sheila. 
Casstles was to gain permission to film at 
yarious London landmarks. I had wanted 
to take a line of Daleks over the bridge ever 
since attempting it with a single Dalek for 
an amateur film called Ocean in phe Siey 
ly one Sunday morning in 1978, We 
the Dalek up Downing Street 
(there were no gates in those days) much to 
the disapproval of a policeman outside 
Number 10. That time the camera didn’t 
properly, and all we have is a few 
snaps. This time we made the papers 

Carole Ann Ford and Verity Lambert 
did sterling service that frosty moming, 
slipping back in time to remember the 
good old days. They waited patienely with 


potage 


ise her: 


even to 


a frozen Roberta Tovey while we shor 
scenes of the Daleks parading around. 
Colin. Baker was the coldest Doctor I 
ever met. This is no slur on his character — 
it’s just that he was waiting for us on the 
freezing steps of St, Paul’s Cathedral for half 
an hour, not realising that the famous 
Cybermen steps are in fact a lite way off 
from the cathedral itself: We were getting, 
fraritic with worry thar he hadn't arrived, 
However, his, walk down with Nicola 
Bryant and the Cybermen went like a 
dream, bur 1 remember almost poking 
Nicola’s eye out with a Cybermat antennae 


THE EMPEROR DALEK 
At PanoptiCon a few weeks earlier I had 
odel-maker Julian Vince's 
reconstruction. By total 
inal set designer of The 
[ of the Daleks, Chris Thompson, was 
working with our tcam, so he rebuilt a por- 
tion of the throne room following 
original plans. There proved to be a slight 
disctepancy.and | arrived at the studio that 
morning to be told by a worried Julian that 
the set was too'small for his Emperor so we 
had tw modify the plinth thar the Emperor 
sat on, When Fraser Hines and Debbie 
Wiuling saw it, it took them straight buck 
t9 1967, and thea 
fast. A final cif 


seen amateur 
Emperor Dale 


sown 


dotes came thick and 
anger sequence was shot 


with the pair surrounded by Daleks in front 
of the Em-peror 

This was one of many sequences which 
the producers cut from the transmitted ver 
sion, and | hope that by the time you read 
this it will be reinstated in my BBC Video 
version that is a subject for 
another article, as P'd rather remember the 
happy memories from 30 Years in the 
TARDIS 

Such as: working with Lis Sladen, my 

absolute dream-gitl since I was th 
shooting ee scenes with Sylyester 
McCoy and Sophie Aldred at a Quasar 
game in Slough . .. recording Dalek voices 
ith Mark Ayres at four in the morning 
-ing sculptor St Moore proudly watch: 
ws the Draconian she had helped to recon 
struct posing fir Gisknetihe with Jon 
Pertwee 

So many people pulled together to make 
my, first broadcast directing job a special 
event, and { am very grateful to all af them. 

As for the arguments surrounding the 
lly transmitted version, T think Pl just 
quote the lady at Terry Nation's 
office who said we couldn't have fying 
Daleks, even after we mentioned the one 
which hovered up che stairs in a Sylvester 
McCoy episode 

J think we'll just forget abour that, shall 
we? > 


However 


meen 


ents 


he supply freighter was sixteen 
| minutes out from Amber Station 
when the pulse struck. It was a 

narrow-beamed microwave emission, 
seything through the electrical systems and 
scrambling the on-boards. The ship broke 
up in final approach, The hold rupeured, 
so its contents became immediately 
subject to salvage concession, the cartier 
company forfeiting all rights save in 
adequate insurance compensation from 
Galactic. It broke open within the Station 
Hines ene aug ce aeloeresent 
mained with SkyTech fasheeithan’ the 
designated Home World franchise. 

‘The incident was, in effect, a carbon 
copy of all the others. 
“Well, I've not seen it.” They all knew 
that Jamie resented being accused of 
anything — especially on those rare 
pecasions when he was not to blame. 

“Where did you last have it, Doctor?” 
Zoe asked. 


“Tt was there — on the console,” The 
Doctor's finger jabbed at a point in front 
of Jamie's nose, “It was there a moment 
ago, and now it's gone, Things don’t just 
disappear, now do they?” He watched the 
central column rise and fall, then shook 
his head and cleared his throat before 
either of his companions could suggest an 
object they all knew well which did just 
thar. For a moment, just a moment, he 
thought he remembered what had 
happened to his recorder — something to 
do with the TARDIS Force Field C 
ator. Or had he left it in Cromer? But 
then the thought was lost, flying from his 
head as he shook it again. 

“Is it important, Docto 
question seemed genuine. 

“Important? What do y 
important?” 

“Oh — come on, Doctor. After all, you 
couldn’t actually play the wee thing,’ 

e thing? sa finely-tuned 
musical instrument you're talking about, 


” Zoe's 


ou mean, 


Jamie shrugged, “It wasn't the instru- 
ment’s fine tuning I was talking about, 
he mutrered. 

The Doctor took a deep breath and 
tried to calm himself. “Now, Zoe. Im- 
portant — well, yes. Yes, of course it's 
important, How can I think without my 
recorder? How can I focus that part of the 
mind that is forever dancing if it has 
nothing to dance to! 

He's off again,” Jamie whispered to 
‘oe. 
“Ar least he hasn't got his recorder to 
play at us,” she replied. 

‘The Doctor pushed his way round the 
console towards them. “Now I heard thar, 
Zoe,” he chastised, and started whistling 
Teddy Bears’ Picnic as if his life depended 
o 

Jamie and Zoe exchanged glances, “I 
think we'd better find his recorder,” Zoe 
shouted above the noise, “We can't put 
up with this for long,” 


ee * 
‘The Station corridors were brighty-lit and 
boring. The only thing which broke the 
metal monotony of corridor K7 on 
Feel 3 wad wll Bho Gen a lik lanes 
from its toof. After a few seconds the light 
stopped, and a few seconds after that 
doors swung open and three figures 


em 

“Well I don’t think much of this.” 
Jamie wrinkled his nose in disgust. “It 
smells too clean.” 

Zoe pushed past him and looked down 
the curving corridor ahead of them, “It's a 
space station — like the Wheel.” 

“Not much to do here, then.” Jamie 
sumed back towards the TARDIS, and 
bumped straight into the Doctor. 

“Oh come along, Jamie. Be fair — ler’s 
at least look round. There’s probably a 
thriving community herewith al sores of 
essential amenities. 


what?” 


a 

Arad mac hions.® the Docaor added 
[Arsl he-aroad apne die aii befor 
HRCRE Cees uad tele prisped che 
Thaniog of heme 


eh 
Zeet Beeson had tun the shop for more 
years than he could remember. When 
‘Amber Station had been a thriving base 
for colonial expansion, the colonists had 
provided a ready and expanding clientele, 
But now the station was more concerned 
with supply and maintenance. And the 


and engineers weren't interested in 
art. So the stock gathered dust which the 
atmosphere recy jodically rearran- 


ged on the shelves, and Zeer Beeson 
counted the days until he could retire and 
stop losing money, Just as soon as he 
could find buyer for his pride and joy — 
the Stradivarius. 

He almost ignored the front door 
buzzer when it went — it had sound- 
ing more often recently, but always with- 
out the accompaniment of a potential 
customer. The relays were as old and 
dusty as the clarinet which leaned against 
the Greuit box, But since he was close to 
the office door, Zeer stole a glance into the 
shop — and saw his first three visitors for 
three roster-cycles. 

He stood on the office threshold for a 
moment — neither in the shop nor out of 
it — watching the three strangely-dressed 
people make their way him. The 

man leading the way was obviously 


him strugeled to keep pave while catchit 
he acters whi he Gants Bork 
coat caught and sent spinning off their 
dusty displays. The girl — probably 
another teehie— made heriown sway 


through the shop, picking a less hazardous 


route as if by instinct as much as calcu- 
lation, and smiling to him as she arrived at 
the counter ahead of her squabbling 


fay I help you?” He tried not to 


sound over- 4 

“Tadeed.” ‘The seruly frock-coated 
techie arrived at last at the end of his trail 
of near-destruction and leaned heavily on 
the counter — narrowly avoiding the rack 
of genuine piccololi standing at one end. 
“My friend here, Mr McCrimmon, is 
looking for a set of bagpipes — he seems to 
think-you may have such a thing . ..” 

Zeer frowned. Was he joking? 

“Bagpipes,” McCrimmon repeated. 

ey're a musical instrument — this is a 
music shop.” 

“Yes — yes it is. Certainly.” Zeer nod- 
ded, “But it isn’t a museum.” 

“Ha — told you so!” The techie was 
rubbing his hands together and all but 
jumping for joy at this. “Bagpipes are long 
gone— nasty noisy things.” 

“No — you must have bagpipes.” Mc- 
Crimmon looked imploringly to Zeer. 

But before he could do more than 
shake his head, the girl said: “Jamie, 
bagpipes are long gone by this era. 
Nobody played the bagpipes, even on 
ceremonial occasions, after about 2280.” 

“Just have to make do with a real 
musical instrument, won't you Jamie.” 
‘The techie turned to Zeer, face smug. 

“Pil have you know that the bagpipes 
arereal a musical instrument.” 

‘A look of resignation crept into the 
techie’s features. “Oh, really Jamie — how 
can you take seriously an 
instrument that sounds 
like a cat being strangled 
with its own vocal cords? 

A thinoceros giving birth 
is a more fom sound. 
than this.” An a 
illustration he pied his 
nostrils together between 


thumb and forefinger and let out a 

ering shriek, which he then punctuated 
Frys Hie strat with fics bared 
while varying the pitch of the unholy 


$0 
“Can I help you?” Zeer repeared ar the 
Sine baterel es che Inet pine for 
breath and the girl tried to hold back the 
skirted engineer. It seemed a bit lame, but 
he wasn't really sure what else he could say. 
“Indeed you can.” The man broke off 
fom his shrieking and shook Zoe's hand 
enthusiastically. “T am looking for a musi- 
cal instrument,” They all looked round 
the cluttered shelves for a while — eyes 
skimming over the violins and har- 
monicas, the trumpets and trombones, 
the tuba face-down in the comer and the 
double-bass hiding in the shadows behind 
the door, the Arcturan chimecandle and 
the perigosto stick at the far end of the 
shop. “A real musical instrument,” the 
man went on after a slight pause, punctu- 
ating his words with a glare at the young, 


engineer. 
“Zeer's eyes lit up. Could it be? Some- 
one had seen his advertisement in Music 
‘Maker at last — after all these years. They 
had come to see the Strad! 

“[ refer, of course —” (the man’s voice 
was quiet now, almost reverent. It had to 
be the Strad) “to a recorder.” 

Zeet beamed. “I'll get it for — I'm 
sorry?” 

A recorder. You know —” He mimed, 
twiddling fingers in front of his mouth as 
if having a fight with a handful of 


Tt took Zeer a few minutes to recover. 
And by the time he was once more in 
control of himself, they had gone. At least 
he had remained reasonably calm and 
civil. He thought. It wouldn't have been 
so bad if the last supply freighter had not 
been carrying a consignment of rare 
instruments — including a saxophone, a 


jew's harp and several recorders — when it 


fa ten wor sprmerh Set ee 
Beha the sane cre ad 
SkyTech might even help him by sup- 
Pereira he aha pee 
doprale postal Gncanee tees 
br mba: only Kesh 
condita the thines wee essen 
hal hateal or elsaral 
bese es betfalsd pis see 
Pee 
“Wall” said Jamie as they descended to 
the strap bays ft ie “eps We di. 
per ai ue there. is ab feel or 
Ts that hen sapphires 
Inge le that Bren 


Yar es 2 ke colo wad 
Aire aes wee 
soe nel Relno gilt on tar aeore” 
Zor had been quit since they le the 
sere 
fully, “Te been ete 
tlie Cobian a Tae think 
it's physically possible to do what he 


fa? si the Docssr arte litdowed 
Sp le eonielioas wins to loces, 
Nl ones Gated non so taetes ae 
timne to ery not, Comesdiong you two." 
Ate 
“The oclug Beighner as’ half an hou 
Brana te the da on the 
scaiocecnpd 2 te penlly eckesl We 
oes to te sacs otter HE haoid ws 
sees ote eon coy: 
Teach Op sect RSE he nai ogee OF 
Tiieneas wen any pulse hice 
ie. Jone ge bread been lectins Ace 
the nine Lelere lowicadd Gis a'aisahned 
days co CAMS etilipment eo becle 
Cicer weal ee Cla 
paged base to dey ee Regt 
Babi Heswer tallica ctisueander 
Real cool yelling ie bc Hi heed 
yaralecatyion te cll biicon oe bis 
ines usta ic had boca ti2 se 


time, 


* * * 
‘The Doctor was off, running from skip to 
24 


skip and rifling through them. Various 
ect gine ite oe 
shoulder as he hunted chrough De pikvof 

hh, come on, Zoe~ let's see what he's 


up to.” Jamie led Zoe down the huge 
holding bay. They eventually caught up 


with the Doctor as he climbed inside one 
of the skips and started flinging the 
contents out. They waited for a minute, 
bur the Doctor seemed ready to carry on 
for hours. Zoe fidgeted, looking round, 
peering into the distant sha recesses 
of the room. Jamie caught a piece of 

metal as it flew at him and fele 
round the jagged edge, unsure of what to 
do next. 


“What's that you've gor” The Doctor 
‘was out of the skip and seizing the scarred 
and burned metal fragment from Jamie 
before he realised quite what was hay 

ing. “Where did you get this” ‘The 

Joctor wasn't at all interested in Jamie's 
ple ietecacee 

ying I. over to 
where Zoe was examining the contents of 
another of the skips. “Sonic disruption, 
wouldn't you say?” 

She took the metal from him and held 
it up co the lg Tike me ss mks 
which suggest a sonic pulse, certainly,” 
faid afer a While "Butt could be any- 

ing.” She gestured round the holdin, 
bay. “Ie’sall just junk, Doctor.” . 

“Sunk T hardly think so." Fle snatched 
back the broken metal plate. “Somewhere 
here is a skip with che remains of a con- 
signment of recorders destined for our 
rude friend’s music shop.” 

“There's nothing useful here, Doctor, 
‘Zoe's right, i’ all junk.” 

“In thac case, Jamie, you and Zoe won't 
mind looking in the skips up the other 
end, will you? 

Jamie straightened up and set his lip. 
“Tim notsorting through this lot like some 
scavenger, 


“Oh come on, Jamie.” Zoe was already 


ing off across the holdi 
bay. "The sooner we loo 
through some of these the 
sooner we can im away 
from here and do something 
useful or interesting,” 

The Doctor watched 
them go. “I think this is very 
interesting,” he muttered to 
himself as he climbed inside 
the next skip. He picked up 
another broken piece of 
metal plate, “But this isn’t 

icularly useful, T have to 
+e 
Grunder and — et jist 
setting up when they saw 
Pode 


“We're cutting it fine — 
the freighter can’t be far out 
now,” Plank complained, 
But Grunder nudged him 
and pointed to the two 
figures approaching the skips 
Teams pane on 

wasa man 
a young woman, and if they 
continued on ‘their current course they 
would find not only Plank and Grunder 
but also the sonic microwave emitter 
were running through its start-up 


uence. 
Pian pulled is blaner fora & pacer 
on his SkyTech coverall. 

re 


‘The Doctor was having terrific fun, He 
had watched Jamie and Zoe disap; 
behind a skip up the far end of the bay, 
and himself into a pile of plastic 
crates with abandon, throwing their 
contents across the floor and scattering 
them round oem 

Suudenly is He stop- 
je id jig and sank to his knees. His 

and closed carefully round one of the 
articles spread across the floor in front of 
him. He lifted it almost reverently up to 
his face, 

After a moment he blinked back his 
surprise and Sona and stuck the 
recorder in his mouth. He hardly dared to 
blow —but when he did a single shrill note 
echoed round the bay. Then he collapsed 
in happy laugh, holding he recorder up 
to the light at various angles and 
examining it with glee. 

+s + 
oe was that?” Byak turned for a 
second from covering the two youngsters 
with his blaster. They had both heard the 
high-pitched squeal. 

“Feedback? | don’t know.” Grunder 
continued with his calibration of the sonic 
emitter. The beam strength had to be 
strong enough to affect the ships systems, 
but weak and fase ensig not be traced. 
back to them, “Reckon there'll be a good 
haul of salvage on this one — they're 
desperate for supplies.” 

Pian ined, “Yeah. They'll pay loads 
for the aiueed ‘water concentrates.’ 

“You won't get away with it — they'll 

it’s you.” The young woman stuck 
chin out at Plank menacingly. 

He laughed. “Sure they will. But even if 


they do, they won't catch us.” 
“The man in the skirt hugged the young 
woman tighter and Plank waved his 
blaster at them vigorously, his mouth 
curling into a sneer. 
Then the high-pitched squeal came 


again, 
<4 * 


‘The Doctor was sitting cross-legged on 
the floor amidst the mess he had created. 
He was having great fun, He tried another 
experimental note from the top end of the 
scale, then set about a series of compli- 
cated fingering exercises and breathing 
techniques designed to test the tuning of 
even the most precise recorder. 
+ x 

Grunder was jabbing at the emitter’s 
controls, frantically trying to stop the wails 
and screeches whiclr were reverberating 
round the holding bay. 

“What is going on?” Plank was having 
trouble keeping his concentration on the 
‘wo intruders, 

“[ don’t know. It seems to be sending 
itself the diagnostics tune-up routine 
instructions. 

“Well stop it for goodness’ sake — if the 
emitter starts its sel diagnostics it'll show 
up on every scope panel on the station.” 

Grunder in his ministraions for 
Jong enough to glare at Plank’s back. “I 
know thar,” he said through gritted teeth. 
But his words were drowned out by a 
hala ser ee which he could 
be forgiven for failing to recognise as 
Tesi bes ch These Be Shon 

‘Then the emitter responded, powering 
up the diagnostics routine and pulsing its 
standard test sequence to any receiver that 
cared to listen, 

Gnunder yelped and leaped to his feet, 
cannoning Ser Plain te process. The 
young male intruder seized his oppor- 
tunity and Plank’s blaster. 

es 

Rastell mobilised his men Within fourteen 
seconds of the diagnostics signal showing 
up on the scope. Froster warned the 
freighter to remain in stand-off approach 
pattern while he plotted the reverse 
triangulation on a schematic of the 
station. He had the emission point by the 
time Rastell had contacted the barracks, 


4% 
“The Doctor's duet with the whines and 
whistles from the far end of the holding 
bay was interrupted by the booted tread of 
the militia, He paused in his skillful 
rendition of Bach’ Air on a G Sering and 
jabbed his thumb towards the furthest 
skips. Rastell gave an acknowledgin 
chumbeapacd let hil eoune Rewee 
scattering them amongst the skips so that 
they could advance under cover and 
unobserved. 

They need not have worried. When 
they found the emitter — still happily 

agnosing ise asin perfect working 
order and at ninety-seven percent 
calibration normal — they also found the 
erOLaIS Lee Gaver tesocntalea) 
under guard. 

“Thank you — you must be with the 

intleman back towards the entrance.” 
Risse gestnie i his mie to wattinate 


the emitter sequence and remove Plank 


and Grunder, “Good work,” he said 
turing back to Jamie and Zoe, “You did 
well to respond to the emission before we 
did. IF only all the station personnel were 
as conscientious. 

Jamie and Zoe exchanged puzzled 
glances as they followed Rastell and his 
men and prisoners back down the bay. 
They were surprised not to be prisoners 


themselves (for once). 


+ 4 
‘The Doctor finished his intricate scale 
exercises just as the militia came back past 
him. He waved cheerily to Rastell as Zoe 
and Jamie rejoined him. 

“Good work, Sir,” Rastell said to the 
Doctor before continuing on to the lift. 
“Neat idea to use that old bie of pipe to 

ive us something to aim for once we 
ind the general area of the emission.” 

The Doctor bowed politely as Jamie 
and Zoe wondered what Rastell was 


talking about. 

Rastell smiled back. “There was no way 
we could miss an awful cacophony like 
that!" he called to them as the life doors 
swung shut. 

‘The Doctor snorted his indignation. 
‘Then he held his new recorder aloft for his 
companions to see. “Well,” he asked 
“What do you think?” 

“T think I haven't a clue what's going 
on, Doctor,” Zoe told him. 

“Me neither,” agreed Jamie. 

“Really?” The Doctor was amazed. 
“Well, all chat really matters is that I have 
an extremely tuneful new recorder — what- 
ever that young philistine might think — 
and you two...” 

“Yes?” They both asked as the Doctor 


“You two,” he eventually continued, 
jamming his recorder into a pocket 
singularly ill-designed for its containment, 
“should take nore.” 


25 


nee QX40 had been a rock of a 
Ovires airless and grey. The 

Chelonians, a proud race of 
warrior reptiles, had come to it and 
breathed blue life into its skies. They had 
scatteted seeds and grasses over a layer of 
imported soil, and nurtured the colourful 
results through the seasons. They gave this 
new planet of forest, pasture, jungle and 
effervescent oceans @ new name; Florana. 
Ir shone in space as a symbol of the 
Chelonians’ departure from their old 
militaristic ways and their new philosophy 
of tranquillity. 

‘Ar midday on Sth June 5968, a 
spaceship popped out of hyperspace 
Harta cased gan (hepuph the 
clouds. As was the custom for the star 
traffic of the sixtieth century, the name of 
its planet of origin had been painted in 
lange black letters across its hull: EARTH. 

Human beings, for centuries the 
enemies of the Chelonians, were coming 
to Florana. 
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“Welcome to Florana, Earth people! I greet 
you in the name of all Chelonians!” 

The kindly, wrinkled face of Big 
Mother, Supreme Emperor of the race, 
beamed from the public broadcast visi- 
screen in the comer of the kitchens that 
occupied the lowest level of the Imperial 
Palace. “May today witness a new dawn in 
the histories of our people. We must 
demonstrate to our neighbours that we wish 
to live in peace.” 

“Senile idiot,” one of the cooks 
mumbled as he stirred at a tureen of thick 
white broth with a ladle thar was gripped 
tight in his frone left claw. “You are a 
traitor to our race!” 

A colleague, who was busy grating the 
rind of a large yellow fruit, looked 
nervously across the crowded room. “Oh, 
Skintaz, I wish you wouldn’t shout at the 
visi-screen like that. You'll only get 
yourself into trouble.” 

The one called Skinta 


snarled, 


“Coward. You have become just like the 
rest of them, cowering and fawning to the 
human parasites. Our race once 
dominated the skies!” 

“Can we have a little less chat and a bit 
more cookery over there, please?” called 
the Head Chef, “We don’t want to keep 
the Emperor’ table waiting, do we?” 

Skintaz chuckled. “No, OF course not.” 
His colleague watched as he took a small 
capsule from a pouch in his apron and 
snapped it between his claws. Black 

ler dissolved into the heavy broth. 
‘What are you doing?” he whispered. 
“Isit— poison?” 

Skintaz shook his head. “Oh no,” he 
said. “It’s something far more impressive. 
And 1 promise you this, Jurzid — before 
this day is out, the Chelonian race will be 
restored to its correct path. That of 
conquest!” 


4 a 
Ina vast floral hall not far away, a blue 
beacon started co flash illogically in mid- 


air. A few seconds later, the police box 
shell of the TARDIS had solidified noisily 
from transparency. The door creaked 
open and Sarah Jane Smith stepped out, 
wearing only a sunbathing outfit and 
clutching a wicker bag. She looked about 
at the canopy of startling floral design and 
sighed. 

“Oh, Doctor,” she called back into the 
TARDIS. “You've gone and done it 
again!” 

The Doctor, looking as elegant as ever, 
emerged from the box. “No, no, that’s 
quite impossible,” he said. “I’ve just 
checked the time/space vectors and d 
definitely Florana.” He sniffed at a nearby 
display. “Yes, quite delightful. Just as I 
remember it from the last time I was here, 
in the future. 

Sarah clutched his arm and pointed to 
a group of large, rurde-like creatures that 
were shuffling up to them, “Doctor,” she 
stuttered, “wh-what are those things?” 

_ He smiled. “Nothing to worry about. 

© our hosts, the Chelonians. 
lows, Well, nowadays they 
He bowed to the reptiles. 
f ay, gentlemen. Would you 
kindly disect us to the nearest beach? My 
young friend here is keen to soak up the 
rays of your sut 

"The nearest Chelonian frowned. “No 
time for that, sir,” he said. “The treaty 
dinner is about to begin, You'd best be 
estured to a large, 
ac the far end of the hall. 


delegation are already seated.” 

The Doctor blinked, confused. “Earth 
delegation? Er, yes, of course, the 
delegation. You're quite right, most remiss 
of me, Must have lat track of the time, 
He nodded to the Chelonian and set off 
for the dining room. 

Sarah followed his long strides. “Lost 
track of time? I'll say, Doctor, what are 
you playing at 

“Tr’s rather fascinatiny 
“We've obviously arrived at the point in 
time when the Chelonians and the 
human race are burying the hatchet, so to 
spas after centuries of conflict. Before 
this place opened to the public as a 
holiday resort, We can get to sce history in 
the making,” 

Sarah bit her lip. “Are you sure this is a 
good idea?” 

They had now reached the large door, 
Before the Doctor could reply, a 
Chelona guard stepped forward. "I'm 
sorry sir,” he said, pointing to Sarah. “But 
the rules are very strict, Only diplomatic 
staff ar the dinner. Your secretary will have 
to remain outside,” 

Sarah fumed, “Oh, of all the ourdated, 
chauvinistic laptrap . . 

The Doctor aut her off: “Yes, of course. 
Miss Smith, I'm sure you can find 
something to amuse yourself with out 
here. And besides,” he looked her up and 
down, “you're hardly dressed for the 
occasion.” He disappeared through the 
door with a cheery wave. 

Sarah pulled a face at his departing 


back. She considered a moment. There 
was no good reason why she shouldn't do 
what she'd set out to do. “Excuse me," she 
asked the guard. “Could you direct me to 
a sunbathing area” 


Friis bataqueiiag hall canvatedial lage 
fecanpib ease VAent ieweesne 
mixture of human and Chelonian 
dignitaries. At the far end sat Big Mother 
himself, The Doctor gave a friendly nod 
to the wizened creature and pulled himself 
up a spare seat next to a man dressed in 
the long white robes of the Earth 
diplomatic corps. 

“And who, by starfire, are you?” the 
man whispered. "Blundering in here lare. 
You know what this lot are like about 
table manners. 
stibly sorry,” the Doctor muttered. 
“Gor sent in late by Earth Government, 
you know how itis.” 

The diplomat sighed and pointed to a 
laige green napkin set before the Doctor. 
“Well, get it on quickly. I don’t wane any 
incidents,” 

The Doctor obeyed and returned his 
attentions to Big Mother. The ancient 
Chelonian coughed for silence 2 
my friends,” he said in high-pitched, sing- 
song tones, “We will dine well ronight 
and then sign the treaty. Please accept this 
food asa token of tus.” He closed his 
eyes and the other Chelonians and 
humans followed suit. The Doctor heard 
them intone a well-rehearsed prayer. 

“For what we are about to receive, may 


the Goddess make our tongues and bellies 
truly thankful.” 

The Doctor's long nose sniffed at a 
bowl ofa blue, custard-like substance, one 
of many dishes that had been set before 
him. “Tsay, is that Krattorian dhushi2” he 
enquired of his neighbour. Without 

ing for an answer he reached for one 
many spoons at his place, 
The diplomat stopped him, “Fool!” he 
hissed. “Hayen't they briefed you for this 
mission? The Emperor leads, it’s their 
custom.” 

‘The Doctor pur his spoon down and 
looked up at the table. Big Mother was 
slurping hungrily at a cureen of thick 
white broth 
Down in one, down in one, down in 


* chorused the assembled Chelonian 
officers. 
I 


‘end my regards to the chef. And 
now,” he surveyed the range of bowls and 
plates set before him, “the ramp steak of 
Pelubian fannock, [ think, to start off 
int of 


I, come on, man,” 
whispered. “Follow him.” 
+ + 

Sarah Jane had found herselfa nice spor in 
the palace grounds, which overlooked a 
bubbling: see, Thetewas-nobedycelse 
about, which suired her fine. She applied a 
tanning lotion, put on her sunglasses, and 
lay back on the grass, The Floranan sun 
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shone down through a clear blue sky. She 
let herself relax for the first time in a long 
She deserved a rest, after all the 
scrapes the Doctor had gor her into, 

Nor far away, a large visi-screen was 
ing the historic dinner live from 
the banqueting hall. She saw the Doctor 
hobnobbing with the local bigwigs and 
scoffing at exotic looking nosh. He was in 
his element for sure. 

There was something about the low 
voices she could hear muttering nearby 
that made her tense. She looked over her 
shoulder, She could just make out the 
burly shapes of a couple of Chelonian 
shells behind a large bush. She strained to 
hear what they were saying, 

“Oh, Skintxz, whatever have you put in 
the Emperor's broth?” said a nervous 
sounding voice. “You'll be the ruin of us 


allt” 


no place for such as you in the armies that 
sil cic eno 

Intrigued, Sarah got up and crept over 
to the bush. She pecked through the leaves 
at the evo Chelonians, who were dressed 
in stained white aprons. The gruffer of the 
two, Skintaz, continued, warming to his 
theme. “They thought they could silence 
me by demoting me to the kitchens. But 
my years in chemical stores weren't 
wasted, oh no. That powder I stirred into 
the broth was one of my greatest 
inventions.” 

The lower lip of his timid colleague 
juddered. “Oh, Skinwz! You don’t mean 
~ the hungry bomb?” 


Skintaz nodded. “I do. That old fool 
the Emperor will grow hungrier and 
hungrier. Nothing, will satisfy his craving 
for food. And when his stomach is bloated 
as far as possible, the chemical will ignite 
with his bile and blow him — and the 
whole of thar treacherous conference — 10 
piece 

arah had heard enough 
fer things nd pane ol 
of the palace. 


¢ collected 
in the direction 


ee 
‘The Emperor shifted uncomfortably and 
reached for another bowl. “I think 
Cessurian eels in warm yagol sauce next,” 
he said enthusiastically, 

The other diners reached for their 
bowls of the same dish. As the Doctor 
tucked in, he whispered to his neighbour 
“[s it normal to have seventeen courses 

The diplomat looked worried. 
course not. Half of these dishes are 
show. He is supposed to lead the selection. 
I's all most imegular. But we must concur 
with their etiquette.” 

The Doctor nodded, although he was 
starting to feel rather sick. Still, there was 
only one more dish left on the table, and 
then they could get on with signing the 
treaty. 

The Emperor sucked the last of his eels 
away and tured to an attendant. “Young, 
fellow," he ordered, “please fetch more 
nourishment for the table, These small 
portions are simply not enough.” The 
servant nodded. 

The other guests looked down in 
embarrassment, But nobody said anything 
about the Emperor's bad manners and the 


effect on their straining stomachs. 


eae 
Sarah stood outside the banqueting hall 
She was hopping up and down with 
frustrance ‘Please. you wip ns let 
me in!” 

The guard shook his head. “There 
must be no interruptions to the dinner. 
You must not make such a request.” 

Sarah felt like screaming. “Listen, 
there's a plot. To kill the Emperor and 
blow up the conference! You must let me 
warn them.” 

“Impossible,” said the guard. “The 
banqueting hall was searched for any such 
devices, Our security is watertight. There 
isno bomb.” 

“You don’t understand,” pleaded 
Sarah. “The Emperor isthe bomb!” 

. oe * 


” cooed the Emperor, “curried 
s and sweet Rigellian dump- 
lings. Most satisfactory,” He raised yet 
another bowl to his mouth. His ashen- 
faced guests, exhausted, did the same. 
Several of the humans were starting to 
look as green as some of the Chelonians 

The Doctor decided that enough was 
enough. He stood up and coughed for 
attention. “Your Imperial Majesty. I 
would like to point out, most respectfully, 
that the constitution of a human is 
inferior to that of a Chelonian. Put 
simply, we've eaten far too much of your 
cxcelleni food than is good for us” 

“There was silence. ‘The Emperor stared 
at the Doctor for a full minute, “Very 
well, human,” he said at last. “You may 
withdraw if you wish.” He gobbled up his 
remaining dumpling and picked up his 


ewenty-third dish. “Buc I will continu 
he went on, licking his lips, “with fried 
livers of the Dellariuin fuangi-beast.” 

His guests drew back in shock as the 
Emperor, normally so reserved and polite, 
sank his teeth into the fatty meat with a 
roar. The Doctor could almost have 
sworn he could see steam curling from the 
old reprile’s shell 

Swe 
Skintaz and Jurzid sat before the visi- 
screen at the bathing area. “The time 
draws near,” said Skintaz as he watched 
the Emperor abandon all restraint, “The 
time of victory!” 


+e ¥ 
“Where is the next course?” the Emperor 
demanded. “Bring it to me!” 

The servant shrugged his shoulders. 
“Pm sorry sir, there is no more.” 

“Ah, get out of my sight,” the Emperor 
snarled, cuffing him to the ground. With 
a mad cry, he started to gnaw at the floral: 
patterned tablecloth. His eyes were red 
and steaming, A loud rumble came from 
his stomach 

The Doctor leaped forward. “Restrain 
him,” he ordered the guards, bur they 
stood still, unable ro break centuries of 
respectful tradition, The Doctor aimed a 
Venusian Aikido kick at the ir 
Emperor, The Chelonian cartwheeled 
over and then reared up. 

“T have never tasted the flesh of a 
human parasite,” he said and launched 
himself at the Doctor. 

“Hai? The Doctor brought the 
ng creature to a standstill with three 
med blows. Before the Chelonian 


fell open and a gust of foul-smelling 
smoke issued upward. 

Fetch water, quickly!” the Doctor 
ordered the servant. “I think he's about to 
blow up!” 

Seconds later, a bucket of water was 
handed to the Doctor. As he poured it 
down the Emperor's mouth the fearsome 
rumble in the Chelonian’s stomach 
subsided. His eyes flickered open. “I think 
I'm going to be...” he said in a feeble 
voice, 

The Doctor sighed. 
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“One of my best shirts, too,” he com: 
plained later to Sarah Jane. “Ruined.” 
Well, it could’ve been a lot worse,” she 
inded him. 

He nodded. “Ir really was just as well I 
was there, None of the other guests would 
haye been bold enough to intervene, The 
situation called for someone with my 
stamina, my boldness, my . 

“Arrogance?” she suggested playfully. 

The Doctor frowned. “Anyway, they've 
caught up with thar Skintaz chap. And 
there won't be much more than 
the menu: where he’s going.” He pushed 
open the doors of the TARDIS. 

“Oh,” said Sarah, disappointed. “We're 
not staying to see the treaty being signed 
then?” 

The Doctor smiled and shook his head 
“Oh no, I've seen more than enough of 
Florana, I'll be quite glad to get back to 
Earth.” 

A twinkle came into his eye. “And do 
you know, Sarah Jane, after today I don’t 
think you'll ever hear me complain about 
the UNIT canteen again.” = 


RETROSPECTIVE 


is 


Nicholas Courtney has played Brigadier Alistair Gordon 
Lethbridge-Stewart on and off for the last twenty-five years. 
Here, he presents his unique memories of making The 
Paradise of Death, 1993's BBC Radio 5 adventure, 


“Ave you going to join us on this guided 
cour affair? Due to start in a couple of 


itl. 
“The Brigadier; The Paradive of Death 
isode One 
I January of 1993 I went up to 


ie eset Rate Maley 
with Ant lew 

the title part. T went backstage after the 

show, and once the usual greetings had 

been exchanged | said to on “Tve gor 
some news for you,” to which 

Tye got some news for 
iided Pd cell itm, mirie: First. 
‘one of our favourite Doctor 


edt as tntinificent. 
T gave him chapter and verse, he 
took ime pee door ro meet Anthony 


econ Rae te BBC 
planning to do a Doctor Who 


adventure on Radio 5, Both the Brigadier 
and Sarah Jane Smith would be involved 


to be recorded duting May. I was very 
i nee let wae! 


again. 
Thad spent dighteen months wich the 
mpany at the BBC. 
Firstly in 1980 and then again in 1988, so 
ee chee Gente 
en io. One of 
pleastires is the pen ‘don't have to 
do the donkey work of actually learning, 


the fines, Indeed, you mustn't, which is. 
not to say that one comes w the 


microphone without haying done your 
eee att the script, however, ee 
the things chat radio teaches you is 


the extra dimension to be filled in, 
Sree carrer te mur 


opinion, The Paradise of Death succeeded 
admirably in this respect. As someone 
who heard the programme said to me — 
*You could see the scenery,’ 
walking inta the BBC studios 
ale one morning last May I 
was delighted to-see coming in the 
opposite direction rowards me not only 
Lis Sladen but that wonderiul portrayer of 
yillains, Peter Miles, P'd had the pleasure 
of working with Peter at least twice before 
— The Silurians and Invasion of the 
Dinosaurs. He has a very subule way of 
being sinister, 
rune very excited and after a 

and coffee we too, irs to the 
studio where the five aa be 
recorded over five days: We started with a 
read-chrough of Episode One and after 
various cuts and small alterations Phil 
Clarke, the producet/director, and Barry 
Lens wok themselves off ro the control 
room — and we started to: rehearse and 
record the first scene, 

Ty may be of interest here to explain 
how a tidio play is recorded in a studio, 


Bul buck wy De Paradve of Dent 
Rice eee Orie ee 
fpicteld exppodine Ger Aas fain eee 
Miley dia was tenet anol 
Tein plyiba the et slain: Fle was 
rane wri ten fOF cours? qilaios 
Gicract ies oo aie ene ent 
Bie’ pve mmodiblole ceaiines, 
Foript poliicane beth el senna 
fiid dhotoualy sepectenmibe uasaniche 
fan bolt Nels: © ayche wats 
scight well ih and bso tar 
fe Sidi ict banyan The ytd 
sTielok Martin hn ot cane peyaice 
good Doctor himself in a stage version 
sei cave Ald playing tie Pstelere 
this Matic Denhien,« erdemutn | Rave 
Ned ie lest work ae wiper 


ar 


finepts faa Sreabiy Ata Tbe 
(Gia Tresneretis in soseliseien Ls 
vey gong in Mach Binding i the Mash 
= radio again (but now I'm really dating 
myself) and in the many television 
a yces he made. Heneverds i 

Girt Rustepaode Teng tah y: 
feeuacee ow andeisiand wiawie 
Brigadier was doing with pink toenails! 
The business during the Vircual or 


Experienced Reality scenes, featuring, the 
Beis ae fers tess pee 

le, indeed most people know 
of my interest in the turf, But never, in my 
wildest fantasies, have I ever considered 
painting my toenails pink — or indeed any 
other colour! | suspect, however, the 
answer is that, like myself, the Brigadier is 


? 


baffled by many aspects of things extra- 
terrestrial. 


On the same ain of though 
imagine the Brig must have enjoyed his 
flee ont: lage baw rvarch the en ot 
the story. And certainly far more than the 
eee Bene phe ee Jane eek 
caught by the evil in, Ie was. a 
subject of mirth beeen Jon and I teat 
my driving was not up to much. Perhaps 
not. But on that occasion he probably 
could have taken a few lessons from te! 

In conclusion, 1 do so hope that the 
BBC will do another Barry Letts story. He 
is waiting another book so now all it needs 
is Radio 2 to find the slor. And yes — the 
Brig isin it. 


ibbling, evil grey clouds hung heayily in 

B the shunting steel sky, and distant arcs of 

stars speckled through the breaks in the 

low coud. Chill and forlorn. This monotonous 
sky slithered across the surface of the planer. 

The planet was recorded in star charts as DV 
Acrol 8. Never visited, always skirted round by 

‘ , since the surface of the 
planec was an ever-shiffing sea of cold, grey sand. 
fe flourished in this waterless desert, ever 
had dane or ever would do. 

A small planet. Eighty-four billion blighted 
square miles of rock. Such was the unfiiendly 
desolation that the lightning-like flashes of explo- 
sions on the horizon would have astounded an 
bystander. Nobody ever comes to DV Acral 
do they? 

For the fist time in the planet's lonely exis 
tence a foot crunched down into the crystals of 
sand, A metal and plastic boot, encrusted with 
dried hydraulic fluid, lifted once more, sand 
pouring from it, and took an agonised step for- 
wards. And another, another and another. Then 
icstopped. 

The explosions in the distance seemed to be 
nearing the lone figure. Balls of flame rolled 
across the desert, throwing up dark grey sand in 
a frenzied storm behind, 

The explosions were getting wo close for 
comfort. 

The figure stared in emotionless disregard at 
the encroaching tumult, Something was Follow 
ing in the wake of che explosions ... a large fig: 
ure shrouded by the trailing sand storm. 
Occasional Hashes of intense white light bored 
through the thick, swidl of dust. It wasn’t just a 
large figure’ ic was enormous. A giant machine 
“As the explosions came ever closer, hat waves 

sed from the white hor flames... . and the 
machine behind grew ever more distinct. And 
then the figure caught his first glimpse of the 
thing’. A titanic metal snake coiled its way across 
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the shiffing desert. Its ribbed silver body was 
crayoned with splashes of orange rust, that 
creaked and flaked, as the ‘thing’ heaved and 
twisted. The thick, bulbous head of the machine, 
dimpled with jagged striations, swung from side 
tw side. The intense white lights at the front 
momentarily took on the appearance of two col- 
liding suns... . and a brief blaze of incandescent 
liquid spat from the machine's head, thumping 
into the sand hor and heavy. The explosion tore 
a chunk out of the desert, hurled it high into the 
air, and then there was silence, 

‘An ominous rain of sand drifted back to the 
surface like black snow, silhouetted against the 
flare of the machine's eyes. 

The machine froze, just for the briefest of 
moments, as if it was searching, listening, hunt- 
ing our something, Something it could nor quite 
find... just yet, 

The creature's prey had been standing watch- 
ing its high speed slide across the desert. It now 
turned and began to walk away from the ‘thing’, 
back up the shifting hillside. The sand Sithered 
and spilled underneath his fect. A crippled ks 
slowed his escape, and he brutally forced hirnselF 
(0 quicken his pace, staining as he thrust his 
twisted right leg in frone of him, The tails of his 
leather coat flapped in the hoe wind, whipping 
and blowing around his legs. He clutched at his 
wwide-brimmed har with a gnarled hand, pulling 
the brim down aver his eyes to shield them from 
the stinging sand. Another painful step, and one 
more... he could never outrun the ‘thing’, he 
knew that, He had no illusions about his own 
mortality, bur while he sill kepr going he had a 
chance. Desperate thoughts of escape fled 
through his feverish bain, and he clutched pro- 

at the inside pocket of his coat. 

the hard, cylindrical shape of his 
radio was stil there. He could feel the dull chump 
of its regular electronic heart beat . .. the beat of 
the mayday signal it was sending out into deep- 


est space, Someone must pick the signal up soon. 
Someone. Anyone, They Spares 

The groan of ancient metal twisting up on 
itself made the figure turn to look over his shoul 
det. The machine snake was swaying om its hind 
portions, casting its head from side to side. He 
didn't have much time, it would sense his pres- 
ence soon, 

‘And then it happened . . 

The ‘snake’ reared even further back, then 
nose-dived into the sand, Within seconds the 
creature had buried the front half of its metal 
body, then began clongating and contracting the 
reimainder. Sluggishly the metal creature disap 
peared from view, sliding into the ground, 
throwing up a yids cascade of dry sand in 


we paused, in trepidation. His pulse 
beating rapidly in his forehead. Rumblings in che 
ground beneath him froze him to the spot. He 
daren’t move. What if the creature sensed his sur- 
fice movements, however small? He inhaled 
slowly and deeply. The back of his sweaty hand 
shakily wiped grit across his equally. wer brow. 
Dare he risk a step? Should he make an arrempt 
at escape? 

His cyes narrowed, and swept the forlorn 
desert, There was complete stillness. Only the 
wind. The ‘thing’ must have burrowed its way 
under the surface, and then crawled to a stand- 
rained to search the contours of the 
landscape, but could sce no telhtale moving 
humps under the sind. Maybe this was. his 
chance? Would he run, and then the waiting 
creature pounce? His heare thumped in anticipa- 
tion, He could stand there all day waiting for 
action from his hunter. He had to make the firs 
mave, He had to, 

His name was Cyrian, A refugee from 
Gaveston, the plague-ridden asteroid neighbour 
of DV Acrol 8, he was lucky that his crippled 
spaceship had limped this far. Hla his life really 


amounted to this? Aggrieved, he took stock of his 
fot. Stranded onan ali 


plant, and about to run 
for all he was worth, 


He began to habble up the ash-grey 
Billie, Rang his shared fae him, 


indifferent to the searing pain. He on, 
a man possessed, a man frightened and angry at 
his present situation, The biter grity ‘wind 
scorched his fice, its intensity rising, as he neared 
the crest of the hill. Through laboured 
breaths he finally drew himself up to the surnmit 


of the sand paped standing astride th 
lira ofr su 


fren hai 
Each time he his mouth filled with 
sae and is es were amped hy shut s 
the singing wind moaned around him. His 

brown leather hand reached up to cover 
Ie mt nd eg ad pa 
tre nly saliva int ipl, He could and 
ly move now, transfixed in the biting cross winds, 
etched gin the oling black do 

tower of metal exploded 1 

Brie Sree acre anes 
sanding and al pgs dc, Aik 
rain of back down onto him, and 
She ome baad bench hs ae The sak 
twisted t0 and fro, its giant eyes searching for its 


lose prey. 


Pinned down in the glare of its magnesiun- 
like eyes he panicked, and in an instanc of sudden 
and. senseless impi hhe lurched into 


Sad sng fc owe 
vires! poe eae 
“a hrowi it of dust as he 
ren as 

The dimple] muzle ofthe renur nisad 
itself heavenwards, and tiny, heat-scarred. pan 
slid back to reveal is Wide sconde 


the machine’ nose had bls eghcelnde up 


and out of the tubes midst a savage burst 
flame. The caskets, all of them about seven or 
eit fin gt, wee caput high in che 
venomous sky, twisted on their ends and then 
toppled. back 10 the earth . . . gouging great 
chunks out of the hillside as they whined and 
whistled to the ground. Several of them sank, 
burying themselves under the sliding sand, whilst 
others skated across the surfiee, spinning round 
and round, until they slowed to a halt. 

(Gyrian sw none of this, he was running blind 
into the wind. He heard the explosions, the dull 
thumps... .and behind him one of the 
sent up Seceer ates [Funder 


thesand: The et ind bent nos the 

way into agitating 
Be sie cht deeccnel phat al ape 
peared from sight, 


sgeina linc: Svea ied tick bap 
sie lng him dying om his hey si, 
‘The ground beneath ise oie and bubbled 
le si hrough the dsr al around 

hig leony ees te eet vr 

was ee ‘to mun to 
lsperatcly direction, 
the oylinders burrowed after him. He tuned 
agin and agin ramon sumi anon and il 
pe him, With a chillingly resigned cry 

of “Nol” Cyrian figure sank to his, knees. 
Langhing hysterical he lng his hf is 
head, and the wind carried it high into the thick- 


ening clouds. 
!" he screamed chrough 


fenced a 
seach 


“Come on! Come on! 
ggiteed teeth. “Come on! I'm here! You can't miss 
ma at threw himself forward ito the snd 
ail ughing and sooping up handful of ds 
Heericared basic, @ovene i hai arid 
writhing in epee cere perner si 
tered, and be hegan to ery: "Come on..." 
Then suddenly all ght inde simutane 
ously exploded vertically out the 
See wale nee Se le 
yay fev the inhabitants ini ce oe 
silver figures dropped 10 the groun arg 
Sei pig ant oe a ese foe 


“Twisted and burt shards of casing crashed back 
down to the ground about them. 
“The Cybermen stood motionless. 
Cyrian looked up through his fingers, 
me x ee ig me 
st ronic 
ye Mertia an Thess Cyber were IE 
ferent to.any he'd seen before... they were some- 
how more robust looking, the arms were thicker 
with cubing and black protective shielding; theit 
to have all the intricate interior 
workings exposed under clear 
armour; thick, artictlated fingers 


organic ‘weapon, like the stem of ab 
Gta Pee uaie aud bel 


gers; and the chest 1 up to the neck 
Si lc a 
veins, which all 


Painfully Ne up, Cyr 
aa ae are 


i 
Nei desis of him, despercly ying 
to ward he imminent laser blast. 

“Fite,” came the order, Fight Cybermen ‘guns 
spat rein re, magnesium blue bolts 

Hi the See zs bods he eet 
under the force of the impact, his 
co a. : 
belo: te deen tae a 
‘There was'a moment of ‘silent anti ation. 


grt lay pared in agony, 


and 
Blo Weakly he lke 
eae tee devi rai a ening 


led ata ae pulsated wi 
a luz pin athe dese xm i 
im, tum upside dawn and. crash 

Bean ois bas Tose ta sheared ice be 
clout he ead 3 spud fed never he 

e. He didn't even. have time to consider 

before darkness bliss 


hepa accompanied a tremendous flash 
Flight aboling inh ofl dr and the ghost 
ly vision of a spinning monolith rotating down 
though the thing ods A lighning orm 
ipped up about the stone pillar, cracking 
and nding, carving a path rough the ian 
of sand The para of Cybermen wee momen 
tay disor by the sun ce of 
the monolith, as it descended from the sky in a 
shaft of incandescent light, The craft gently came 
to rt once alsa only mes aay fom 
the fallen 
"The Cjbct.cader-war tho fant wo sce, 
although its sensors could not comprehend at 
x the machine was, it knew it was almost 
certainly a danger to them and to ther mission, 
“Destroy that craft ~ destroy ic ar once." Yet 
agin, eight guns flashed with fre and belts of 
raw energy sliced into the outer shell of the craft 
‘The monolith sood tnshalen and Biz, lst 
bole riding up and over the carved inscription on 
top. Themor shots har were fred the see 
seemed to aves The fesorm from the 
bere more and more intense, 
the ie that the machine was 
ing all energy directed at itand using it © 
cetera Garbo stack, The tie Leste ted a 


There was a pause, And the wind echoing 
across the deer lndscpe wat he ony wound 


wounded Cyrian, ut 
was dragging, his broken fc across the sand 


tots de ey pillar. The eachine sgl 
safety to him, Half in confusion, and half by 
some innare instinct he huddled himself at the 
foot of the monolith... wating for the moment 

‘of final termination. 
1 Me aie atonal suppor” sat the 
patrol rumed 


perc poem 
to look them, and their digitized vision 
shone he machine snaking upon is hind 
portions. With a crak of ancient 
Peer cal eal al yo deca 
blizeard of sand towards the patrol. The Leader 
swung its head back to face this newly arrived fy- 
machine ...justasa catherine-whed of blue 
exploded from the inscription on top of the 


tikes Jae ge of ec dammed nm 
cach men te Cel catching them 
jaca ett es them backwards, 


limbs 3, ne nd ‘The force of the 
conation of the CyberLeader's 
real bel aa esas degen 
hydraulic uid pumping from shattered veins Irs 
remaining eye lily focused on the monolith, 

snowy distortion as the power 
PTilgeh place pet ome 

i tr an 


ic gun in its hand 3 
began to “ie regardless of direction and tar- 


ic ellie; oocin tid baee te 
largely opened, anda woman's hand 

‘out, took hold of the wounded Cyrian’s coat and 
Baul im boxy, back in ehough the open 
door. The Rani fick her eyes one final dime, 
towards the damaged Cybermen and ve 

wry smile, her eyes glitering wit Rvs 
Tepe. Thea she agit ip tie thane 


ime wf tee 
because ers fal arm 
iis drevion and fred A alow of molten 

from the Cyberman's chest unit, 
ie apart the Hie suport gate in is 
midi Si 


fallen bet aves mtg ferectiy ome oa 
ing. indiscriminanely into the air. It looked an 
eerie sight, silhouetted alone against the 


The uncre lone above the 
watching the crafescak up in front of 


landscape, 
it Themachine’ se suns, ancl with- 

it hal despatched a bolt of bum- 
ig liqusd feu the ey, ‘Phe loud ied as che 
shor passed. through them, and it caught the 
underside ofthe rapidly disappearing caf, send- 
fa dey ieee rs 


RS ok Time-gcen fire fll back to the 
planet, bringing momentarily the firse splashes of 
colour to DV Acrol 8. 

Bur the Rani and Cyrian would survive. 

The Cybermen would leave the planet, and 
within a the wind would have 

- brushing away all race of any. 
pee tease pipedetealireeme ne 
blige asi had eer be. Almost sith plan 
cet wanted it that way. 
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he Time Lady Romana had never 
seen the Doctor so morose. Even 
his attire seemed to reflect his 
sombre mood — was it her imagination, or 
had it become darker, like a burgundy 
shadow of coat and hat and scarf 
enveloping that loose-limbed form? 
Romana closed the TARDIS door 
behind her as she stepped our into misty 
darkness, Ahead, the Doctor could just be 
seen, in the dim glow of the orange street- 
lamps. He was pacing in circles in the 
middle of a typical Earth highway, with 
what she recognised as her own inductive 
sensor-probe held out in front of him like 
a divining rod. Far beneath them, the road 
seemed t0 dip into a broad sweep of hill, 
and lights picked out the ghosts of towers, 
bridges, moving vehicles —a city. 
“Dotion” che seid hainghely, pullin 
her own white scarf a litle tighter against 


the winter wind, “I don’t suppose you'd 
34 


be so good as to tell me where we are?” 
The Doctor turned ro face her and 
raised his eyebrows. Blue eyes, reflecting 
orange, seemed to mock her slightly. 
“Standing in the road, my dear Romana.” 
IF she expected one of his old, reassuring, 


ins, she didn’t get it. “What do you 
iow about Khapsis energy?” the Doctor 
asked as he continued circulating, 

Romana brightens yp iss Wed ob 
asked what she knew as her grades at the 
‘Academy had been considerably more 
impressive than the Doctor's. 

"Khapsis energy consists of complex 
chains of matter compressed at high 
into actions that stimulate the molecular 
activity of organisms and objects,” she 
recited, and allowed herself a smile of 
triumph. 

“Rubbish,” said the Doctor over his 
shoulder. 


“1 beg your pardon?” 


He turned to her, and his face was 
rently reprimanding in the orange mist. 
Grpenenaltestbonk Gompostry writen 
by computer, probably. 1 wouldn't ever 
describe it like that. Khapsis energy ia 
living thing, and moreaver—" 
“That's reassuring, Doctor: 
“And moreover, the nexus I've detected 
is coming from somewhere it shouldn't.” 
He pointed over to where a chain-link 
fence could be seen, segmenting the dark 
stillness of an expanse of park-land, Giant 
trees guarded the fence, silent black 
sentinels, “What's reassuring?” he added 
insitably. 
“Knowing that you're never pompous.” 
ifbe Dacor pulled hs tauconsioe 
over his face, and began to walk towards 
the fence. Romana stood for a second, 
wondering whether to follow — she could 
hear the distinct sounds of traffic, but 
otherwise the suburb wore a distinctly 


ce. She shrugged, and strode off 
after the Doctor. 
a 

Rodney Barton sensed them coming — the 
tall man and the blonde girl in outlandish 
clothes. He was pleased because he had been 
waiting for someone to come and visit him. 
He saw them now, from bis enclosure, and 
he wanted t0 reach out into the mist and the 
darkness and shake the man’s hand. Here 
twas someone who was actually coming to 
listen, to talk, to do something about it. 


This wus t man who could deal with the 
beast 
Tfonly the message could be conveyed 


‘The night park-keeper's hut was lit by one 
small lamp, and a one-bar heater glowed 
in the corner. Framed in the open 
doorway, Romana saw a benign face 
under the peaked cap, and almost tasted 
the delighe thar flowed from the man as 
he put down the newspaper. 

“You've no idea,” he began, shaking the 
Doctor's hand firmly. (Romana sighed — 
the Doctor seemed to have this ineffable 
case with scrangers.) “No idea how glad I 
am of the company, sir — and madam! 
Grier lien that used so eomme up eee 
ofa night. 

'm sure you don't blame the young 
ones,” said the Doctor in a rather distant 
voice. 

You know what?” the man was 
addressing her, Romana realised, and she 
was surprised ar the intensity of his green 
eyes, “I don’t blame the young ones, 

“Yes, I'm sure,” she began politely. 
“Doctor —” 

“If the parents kept a tighter rein,” the 
Doctor murmured, as if prompting him. 

Romana realised, as she often did, that 
the Doctor's eyes and thoughts were 
elsewhere — he was gazing, in fact, at the 
sturdy, padlocked gates which barred the 
park. ‘They were made of strong, black 
bars with a smattering of green in the 
metal — Romana took in the details, and 
wondered what the Doctor had noticed 
thar she had not 

“If the parents,” the park-keeper 
continued, nodding earnestly, “kept a 
tighter rein —” He swung round to the 
Doctor, who was examining the iron gates 
of the park as if he had every intention of 
scaling them. “Here, where are you from 
then?” 

The Doctor came over and slipped an 
avuncular arm round the man’s shoulders 
“['ve always found that a rather loaded 
question, Mister—?” 
Rodney Barton.” 

“Mister Barton . . . alv 
more interesting to ask where you're going, 
I feel.” And the Doctor smiled, a broad 
shaft of white in the darkness. The litee 
man smiled back, tentatively. 

Romana sighed, She went to the 
Doctgt's top pocket and plucked the 
sensor out. “Doctor, the Khapsis energy?” 

“All in good time, Romana. Now . 
the Doctor pushed the little man’s peaked 
cap upwards and stared into his eyes. 
“What exactly are you worried about, 
Mister Rodney Barton, hmm? 

“Worried? Me?” He shook is head, 


ays so much 


fiddled with the cufEbuttons of his dark 
tuniform. 

“You're terrified, Mister Barton 
Romana 

“Ar last Doctor. I suppose you want me 
to open the park gates with my sonic 
screwdriver? 

“Romana, would you be so good as to 
open the park gates with my sonic 
screwdriver?” said the Doctor, not 
breaking his gare with the little man 

“They don’t hang around long, of 

he was saying in a rather slack 
jot these days. Not even the 
punks and skinhead types. 

“The sonic screwdriver was humming in 
the background, and with an audible dlick 
the gates swung open. Romana decided 
thar the Doctor was still interested in 
talking to the little night-watchman, so 


course, 
voice, “Ni 


she activated the inductive sensor again 
and stepped into the grounds herself 


Why nor, Mister Barton?” The 
Doctor's voice was low and urgent. “What 


are people afraid of?” 
x ey 
What are people afvaid of Barton heard the 
question echo in his mind. He made a 
concer fr gathered his thoughts, tried 
to think about them. To escape from the 
constraints. It was, as ever, impossible. 
see 
“The beast, of course. They're aftaid of the 
beast.” 

The Doctor had attempted his usual 
approach to hypnosis, but had found it 
ely stressful. The subject was one 
of those difficult ones with narrow little 
eyes. Now the Time Lord patted the 
swaying park-keeper absently on the 


shoulder and blinked his own eyes into 
focus. 

“All right, old chap. You take me to the 
beast, mmm?” The Doctor looked over 
his shoulder, peering into the mist towards 
where Romana had been ... 

tok 
The trees seemed to breathe at her, telling 
her to curn back, Romana, now lost, 
looked from left to right, crying to tell 
herself to stay calm. The sensor was no 
help, glowing a dull orange wherever she 
ointed it — the Khapsis energy seemed to 

Ee coming from all around. 

Something shimmered to her left 
Romana skidded on the mud, and was 
only able to right herself by grasping a 
small tree — at the edge of the lake she had 
just avoided falling into. It was a strange- 
looking lake, greyish in the blackness, as if 
a pale moonlight fell onto it, and yet no 
moon could be seen on this dull night. 

Ir was then that Romana noticed the 
sensor going wild, flashing yellow across 
the lake in front of her. 

A whisper. Growing in volume, it 
whirled around her mind, and became 
clearly audible —a slurping sound from 
somewhere out on the water . 

The Doctor hurried along the path, with 
the park-keeper scuttling behind him. 

It had not escaped the Doctor's 
attention thar the trees and undergrowth 


around him had taken on a silvery glow, 
lighting their way 

The Doctor rounded a corner in the 
path and saw a slim silhouette standing 
Before him, The figure of Romana 
stretched out a hand. 

“Come on, Doctor. Thi 
dangerous. We need 
mediately 

The Doctor pulled a long face, “More 
dangerous than I'd thought, it would 
appear. Very clever — almost as clever as 
your image of the park-keeper.”He raised 
his voice. “So if you're Romana, where's 
the scarf?” 

The hand of the image shot to its ne 

with a guilty start — and vanished as 
quickly as it had appeared. 
The Doctor turned full circle, 
unsurprised to see that the darkness had 
gathered in the mist behind him and that 
Barton was nowhere to be seen. 

“1 know what you are!” he shouted, 

From the lake in front of him there 
came an answering rush of water, and the 
Doctor turned, as quickly as he dared. 
The water was heaving itself up like an 
animal roused from slumber — there was 
almost a shimmering face there; the hint 
of a grasping pair of hands with that same 
moon-slicked fluidity. Or was that simply 
what the Doctor expected to see? 

“No wonder no-one comes up here any 
more,” the Doctor said grimly. “You 


park is 
to leave 


should have been more careful, you 
kniow.” The fluid-shape gathered itself, 
seemingly turning its viscous head co 
listen. “Khapsis energy might be able to 
mimic the organic matter it absorbs,” he 
said, “but you can't always get it exactly 
right, The buttons on Barton's uniform 
didn’t march. And the gates had iron bars 
with green copper nist on them. A striking 
mista 


+ * 
Tam here, Doctor! He tried to call, but to no 
cauail. I had been so frustrating, seeing them 
come in, just like the others, and being 
unable to warn them. Watching the Doctor, 
watching him with his choughts, was the 
imprisoned mind of Rodney Barton 

The Doctor, standing his ground, was 
looping his scarf into a complicated 
pattern around his arm. Faced, as he was, 
with the glittering beast, this effore seemed 
to score father pathetically on the scale of 
gfeat defence manoeuvres. 

"You've taken the soul of every living 
thing,” the Doctor was saying. “Am I 
right? Every plant, leaf, tree, frog, newt, 
toad, bat and Rodney Barton. Then 
mimicked its shape so as not to alarm the 
passers-by.” 

And what, humanoid, is wrong with 
that? 

The voice seemed to come from all 
around the Doctor — it was breathed from 


the pores of the park itself, The Doctor 
grimaced, and for want of anything else to 
address, he shrugged in the direction of 
the hovering water-face. 

“Well, it really isn’t very nice. And you 
are only a rogue scion of Khapsis energy 
with ideas beyond your station. Brought 
here by some unwitting traveller, 1 don't 
doubs.” 

You know of us? 

‘There was a hint of incredulity in che 
voice now, and the Doctor sensed the 
ghostly park around him shiver. It was 
reacting, he thought, as if someone had 
discovered a secret. 

“Well, yes, you could say that I'm 
rather well travelled. And I do like to keep 
myself informed about the parasitic life- 
forms of the Universe.” The Doctor put 
his head on one side, as if weighing up his 
chances, unalarmed by the form the 
energy had chosen to take. “And if | leave 
you here, going on ac the rate you are, 
then pretty soon you'll have absorbed the 
entire city. And we can’t have that kind of 
behaviour. By the way, do you think that 
looking like an ornamental waterfall is 
really terribly frightening? 

The water suddenly whirlpooled, 
twisting into the shape of a scteech-owl, its 
wings beating in harmony was the breath 
of the park. It circled the Doctor, eyes 
glinting in the moonlight. 

And what do you suggest as an alternative 
to my existence here, Inamanoid? 

“Well,” said the Doctor, looping 
scarf around his arm one more time, 


m 
going to make you give me Romana and 
Mister Barton back, to start with. You see, 
it's just possible that I might have a rather 
cunning plan up my sleeve.” 

‘And as he spoke, he leaped forward and 
lassoed the owl with his scarf 


grt 
Rodney Barron passed steaming mugs of 
tea over to the Doctor and Romana, who 
were sitting beside the heater in his litle 
hut. A small metal box was on the table. 

“Tr feels like I've been asleep for weeks, 
Doctor,” the park-keeper confided. 

“Ah, well, that'll soon wear off. 


Perfectly normal, in the circumstances.” 
“Doctor,” said Romana, after sipping 


nervously at yet another Earth beverage 
she didn’t really appreciate, “would you 
mind telling me exactly what you did to 
the Khapsis energy?” 

“Well,” the Doctor said, munching a 
shortbread biscuit, “the creature —and it é 
a living being — thrives on imitating the 
molecular structure of the marerial around 
it. So I fed it my scarf — but with a small 
piece of dwarf-star alloy tied to the end. A 
material of such incredible density that ic 
required the entire force of this particular 
scion of Khapsis energy to assume its 
form, I threw it more combinations of 
molecules in one tiny space than it had 
ever been used to before. Rather confused 
it.” The Doctor tapped the metal box. 
“And here itis, safely tucked away. 

“Doctor, I know I may have said this 
before, but that that was really rather 
brilliant,” conceded Romana. 

The Doctor beamed. “Do you think 
so? Not quite the words I'd have used.” 


“No, I'd have said exceptionally 
brilliant.” 

Rodney Barton looked bewildered. “It's 
in there?” he said, nodding ar the metal 
box. 

Romana picked the box up and tured 
it over in her hands. “Can it get out, 
Doctor?” 

“Je will eventually, when it’s performed 
the necessary convolutions to assume the 
form of the box. By which time, we'll have 
deposited it on an uninhabited rock, 
somewhere out of harm's wa 

“Up on Markham Tor?” Rodney 
Barton lowered his tea in concern. 

“Actually, Mister Barton, 1 was 


thinking more of a small backwater in the 
Alpha Ursae Minoris system.” The 
Doctor stood up, putting his hat on — the 
time-honoured signal for Romana. “Must 
be off” He pocketed the metal box. “Be 
seeing you, Mister Barton. Take care.” 

Romana smiled at the puzzled-looking 
Barons *I tuck satiedoreamendetl 
job,” she whispered, and hurried after the 
Doctor. 

Or 

In the mist above the city, a blue light 
flashed momentarily, and some molecules 
of air shifted as a time/space machine 
slipped away into the Vortex once more. 

“The universe, undisturbed, went about 
its business = 


37 


wo thousand years later, when 
Paramount City was little more 
than dust and rubble, the assassin 
returned home. He appeared as suddenly 
ae he had left, his lithe foren simply 
popping into being, a metre above 
ound-level. His feet hit concrete and 
sunced, a shill whoop of joy escaping 
his lips as he propelled himself upwards. 
He flung his laser pistol eriumphandy into 
the air, springing from. boulder to rusted 
post to crumbling wall, a mass of over- 
excited nerves. The waiting was over. He 
lifetime ambition — for 
the second time. So now he was dancing, 
Dancingat the end of the world, 


burning, 
his tunic. Then his back hit the floor, and 
he shouted for the one man who might 
help him, the man who knew the secret. 
"The Doctor was no longer there; nor was 
the , the masked figure in black, 
who had completed his cruel task and 
blinked out of existence. 
With his departure, the startled 
red move again. As they 


milled around his fallen body, the 
Professor gasped for someone to call him 
an ambulance, It had already been done, 
but he knew it was too late. Even 
Paramount's finest doctors would be 
tunable to help him now. 
Tes not fair,” he croaked, as black spots 
am before his eyes and consciousness 
finally left him. “I was going to live 
forever.” 


rae 
‘The Doctor was already in the TARDIS, 
hurtling around the console ina fenzy of 


“Sno use,” complained Turlough. 
's virtually no chance of locking 
onto a time trace now. 

“Never say die, Turlough,” the Doctor 
reproved him. He made a few final 
alterations, and stepped back in 
satisfaction as the central column began 
to move. Then reality turned sideways, 
and his unprepared body toppled 
backwards and hard into Turlough’s 


The Doctor ignored his companion’s 
accusing tone. He was already back at the 


console, holding tight with one hand, 
making course adjustments with the 
other. “We've locked onto the assassin all 
right,” he shouted. “We're being buffeted 
by his wake, welll be through in — The 
room levelled out, the sudden motion 
adding another bruise to Turlough’s 
collection. 

“You were right, then? He did come 
through time?” 

The Doctor nodded as he checked 
various readings. “Some two thousand 
years into the future, apparently.” The 
‘TARDIS had landed. 

Turlough picked himself up painfl 
sod leat thes Da 


see what's out there.” 


+s ko 

sin had stopped dancing, His 
plan hadn't worked. His heart sank 
despairingly and his eyes filled with tears 
How could ic have gone wrong? Then his 
thoughts were interrupted by something 
which shifted in the air. With a sound like 
wild elephants, the blue box appeared. He 
recognised it, surprisingly, through the 
holes in his memory. He remembered its 
occupant too, and the pain in his eyes 
tumed to hatred. 


“The pistol fele hard and comforting in 
his gloved hand. He concealed himself 


behind a mound of rocks and watched the 
ship unblinkingly. Once, a long time ago, 
the Doctor had left him for dead. He was 


back now, just as his life lay once more in 


ruins, 
He wouldn't leave this time. 
* + 4 
“So this is what becomes of Paramount 
City!” commented Turlough, dryly. 

‘The Doctor nodded sadly. “Warfare. 
Never a good idea. If only more people 
purely aie apg apd 
on.” ae ee off the scanner and, 

ing only to lit his har from its stand 
Tees beh headed for the door. 

AAs they stepped out into the wasteland, 
the assassin attacked. With a shriek of 
rage, he launched himself at the Doctor’s 
legs, bearing him to the ground. Turlough 

bed him, hauled him away and saw 
he laser pistol nota moment too soon. A 
crackling tendrl of the same fire that had 
struck Mallet sizzled past his ear, 
impacting with the impervious outer shell 
of the TARDIS. Turlough froze, not 
knowing whether to fight or surrender. 
Then a voice yelled to them both: “Get 
back!” He pulled the Doctor aside just in 
time. 

Three shots struck the assassin’s chest; 
three fatal bolts of ionised plasma. 
Turlough coughed and spluttered as 
centuries old dust was whipped up around 
him. The Doctor reached their rescuer 
first, and knocked the blaster from his 
hand with an uncharacteristic snarl of 
disgust. “There was no need for that!” 

“The assassin had vanished, knocked out 
of sight and buried under rock. 

“You killed him,” stated Turlough, 
disbelievingly. 

“Thanks, but I don’t think so. Better 
follow me before he comes back.” 

‘A frown creased the Doctor's features. 
He moved to obey, but Turlough 
hesitated. “There's something on my leg,” 
he complained, shaking vigorously until a 
fluid, purple mass hit the ground and 
slithered hurriedly beneath a stone, “It was 
alive!” 


“Some type of native organism,” the 
Doctor deduced, “A newborn race. 
Humanity is lost to this world, but life 


goes on gas 
They followed their new companion to 
what he called his base of operations; an 
old wine cellar, accessed by a short flight 
of steps. Framed by the dim candleli 
within, he cut a somewhat frighteniny 
fears Bape goin shaven tied 
combat s+ Maxore, as he 
had introduced himself en route, was 
every inch the archetypal mercenary. Or 
“dhug”, as the Doctor might have put it. 
Littering the floor were weapons of all 
descriptions, ranging from home-whirded 
arrows to canisters of explosives to si 
and piles of stones. The Doctor didn't 
approve. Nor did Turlough when, imm- 
ediately upon entering, he found himself 
at the wrong end of their host's gun. 
“Berter tell me what you two boys are 
doing, then.” 
The Doctor sighed, “We're here on 


behalf of a colleague. I believe your friend 
cuctkcenwylavebiled hin” 
“A colleague?” repeated Maxore, 
iciously. 

'His name's Professor Mallet,” pur in 
Turlough. “Now can you point that gun 
oe depese e 

Maxore’s mouth spread into a wide, 
broken-toothed smile. “You want 


“We want to find out why it 
happened,” the Doctor corrected him, 
“and pethabs preventa reoccurrence.” 

“Same thing.” He finally lowered his 
weapon. “I'm here ‘cos of Mallet, too.” 

“You knew him?” 

“Not exactly. He was gunned down in 
a shopping centre in broad daylight. Took 
ten years, but they finally worked out the 
killer was from the future. They paid mea 
packet to get to him, Didn't realise, by the 
time I woke up, the money'd be worth 
nothing!” 

“They put you in suspended 
animation?” asked Turlough. “Froze 
you?” he added, when he saw that the 
words meant nothing to the mercenary. 


Maxore nodded. “Mallet was on ice 
anyway, he thought they could wake him 
when they'd found how to cure death or 
something, They put me in next. to him.” 


‘The Doctor nodded thoughtfully. 
“One last try, thar sounds like Rex. Mallet. 
For all the time I knew him, he was 
obsessed by his own mortality, always 
working on ways to defeat it. The number 
of times he tried to examine me, to learn 
about my own . ..” He caught Maxore's 
inquisitive look and coughed 
apologetically. “Well, that's all in the past. 
So your objective, Mister Maxore, is what 
exactly?” 


“To kill the assassin, before he can go 
back and snuff Mallet.” 

“[ rather thought it might be. 
Fortunately for the time continuum, it’s 
now too late for that. He’s done the 
decd.” 


“He's crukkin’ indestructible!” spat 
Maxore. “Taken me years so far, an’ I've 
got nowhere neat finishin’ the jobt” 

“So what will you do now?” asked 
Turlough. 

“Kill him anyway, For 

And that was when the roof fel in, 

4 * 
‘Maxore wasn’t the only one with access to 
explosives. The assassin had used just 
enough to make an entrance, not quite 
enough to maim or kill. He was on the 
Doctor in an instant, gloved hands 


squeezing tight around his throat. Maxore 


si \ 
ai A 


charged to the rescue, durching the figure 
ibe beck al tandicg: has ed aeons 
the cellar. He bounced off the far wall and 
jumped straight back to his feet, not even 
winded, The mercenary unleashed a 
volley of weapons, but his adversary 
shrugged off sticks, stones and blaster fire 
with equal case, When Maxore went for 
theesnloeheijtlic Doctor tuegrsted that t 
might be time to leave, Turlough was 
already halfway to the exit. 

“Dying time!” the assassin shrieked, 
“Give it your best shot!” There was a 
desperation in his eyes that even Maxore 
bed derenancrlbete Ee Gres icy 
rolled straight berween his legs, but the 
masked man made no attempt to escape 
it. Maxore leaped for cover, and his own 
bomb finished the demolition job thac the 
assassin had started. 

Dust showered on the Doctor as he 
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took the steps four at a time. His eyes were 
on the carnage behind him, so that he 
barrelled straight into Turlough’s back 
when the boy halted. “What is it?” He 
pushed past, into the harsh light of the 
surface world. “Oh.” 

There was someone there; a youn 
man, toually naked, regarding them wit 
wide eyes and an expression of childlike 
curiosity, 

“This is actually very embarrassing,” 
mutered Turlough. 

“The figure was his exact double. 


* oe 
Maxore emerged from the bunker a full 
five minutes later, snapping off an irritated 
shot at a streak of purple which whipped 
across the ground before him, He hit it, 
but failed to notice that the blast had no 
effect at all 

“The crukker got away again!” he spar, 


brushing dirt off his combat armour. 

“Got away?” asked the Doctor. “Or 
just gave up trying?” 

“What do you mean?” 

‘The Doctor countered the question 
with one of his own. “What do you 
know about the native life of this planet?” 
Maxore looked blank, so the Doctor 
answered himself. “Nothing, | expected as 
much. But we just encountered 
something; a lifeform which tried to 
replicate my friend here and failed. You 
shot at it as you arrived.” 

Maxore “The slime?” 

“That's right. Only not just slime, 
Mister Maxore. You must be remarkably 
unobservant not to have noticed, in all the 
time you've been here, that it has a 
rudimentary intellect of its own. Still, I 
doube you're alone on that score. I think 
even Professor Mallet failed to recognise 
the truth — didn’t you, Professor?” 

The assassin jumped, startled at the 
Doctor's words. He had been watchin, 
from a short distance, thinking himself 
unobserved — and as Maxore had 
complained, he seemed not at all fized by 
the recent battle. Without a word now, he 
slowly removed his mask, and the face 
beneath was indeed that of Rex Maller, 
aged hardly a day since the Doctor and 
‘Turlough had last seen him. 

“So the Professor was the assassin all 
along!” exclaimed Maxore. 

"Pehaps.” mused the Doctor. “I want 
to confirm a theory. Can you show me 
where you were frozen?” 

+ * + 

The bunker was a scientist's nightmare. 
Electronic equipment of all kinds littered 
the work surfaces, most of it ripped open 
and gutted. The Doctor moved carefully, 
fearful of entangling himself in the 
network of wires which criss-crossed the 
floor. He shook his head sadly as he 
discovered the time machine, It had taken 
someone of great intellect perhaps two 
score years to pet even this far, and yer still 
it was incomplete. Any Time Lord could 
see at a gkance that the device could never 
be operated; it would rip apart the very 
cells of its unfortunate user, And yet, in 
Maller’s case, that hadn't seemed to be a 
problem, 

The inner chamber had once been 
sealed by a heavy vault door. It was 
standing open now, and the Doctor was 
able to step cautiously within. As Maxore 
had informed him, two cryo-pods lay in 
the centre of the room. 

His own deductions had warned him 
what he might find in them. 

+e * 
Turlough and Maxore waited on the 
surface, Mallet hovering impatiently a few 
yards distant. When the Doctor emerged 
from the bunker, his face was grim. He 
was clutching a small, radio-like device in 
his hand. “A’ psi-scanner,” he explained, 
“Part of the medical equipment stored 
down there, to aid the Professor's recovery 
from suspension.” He hoisted the device 
and moyed slowly towards Mallet, careful 
not to appear threatening. The erstwhile 
assassin flinched and took a few quick 


paces backwards. But he didn’t run, 


‘The Doctor pressed the psi-scanner to 
his forehead, nodding solemnly as a series 
of figures flashed across its LCD screen, 
“Do you still want to die?” he asked, 
sofily. He had already prised a hatch off 
ee warner aibadeecd tear ow 8 
screwdriver into its internal wor 

“J should never have found the secret,” 
Mallet whispered. “To live forever, to 
watch your friends, your whole race, die. 1 
never could haye known it would be like 
this.” Tears filled his eyes and he fell 
suddenly to the ground, whimpering. 
“Years and years and years and...” 

“Goodbye Rex,” said the Doctor. He 
held the device once more to the 
Professor's head. And he operated it. 

The assassin laughed out loud as he 
died, Maxore gasped as his body melted, 
like a heated wax statue, leaving, only the 
costume behind. Its hue darkened to 
purple, its consistency became molten and 
its essence split into a thousand strands, 
each darting for safety behind the first 
boulder it could find. 


+ +3 
“Physical threats couldn't harm him, 

see,” the Doctor explained as they 
retumed to the TARDIS. “His infinicely 
malleable body simply adapred to them. I 
had to disrupt the neural functions which 


were holding that body together. By 


reversing the output of the psi-scanner, I 
‘was able to do that. didn’t kill the entity, 
but T diel erase Malle’sremplae from its 


“Professor Mallet died a long time ago, 
T'm afraid, when the seals on his cryo-pod 
ished. ‘This planet now plays host to a 
urgeoning new race, with a 
tremendously fast adaptation rate. It's 
looking for a direction to evolve in. It 
found the Professor and copied his genetic 
template; the problem was, it took his 
emotions and obsessions along. with it. In 
its delirium, it believed it really was Rex 
Mallet, and that he had somehow 
achieved his objective of living forever. As 
the years passed, the strain of that belief 
drove the poor creature totally insane, 
Hence its misguided attempr at averting 
the problem in. the past.” 

He paused for breath as he reached the 
ship, and fumbled in his pocker for the 
key. “You'd better come with us,” he told 
Maxore. “Tl take you back to your own 
time, or at least to a planet with 
incligent life. One condition, though: 
leave the gun behind. You won't 
needing it.” 

The looked set to argue, but 
the look in the Doctor's eyes was resolute, 


He sighed! and turned, preparing to fling 
Gee dealiy wespce Ste tie Ge eid og 
that moment, the Doctor pounced, 
spingng onto his shoulders and pressing 

.¢ psi-scanner against his head. Maxore 
screamed as his body fell apart; within 
moments, the only remnants were the 


familiar ribbons of purple slime. 
Turlough’s jaw va hanging open. The 

Doctor spoke almost _apologerically. 

“Tigre weetro boinc dambes” 


+ * + 
“You must have been pretty sure about 
Maxore,” commented Turlough, as the 
Doctor hai in a fresh course, 

“Twas. We were only here for a few 
minutes, remember, before the lifeform 
tried fo use you as a template, It would 
have been an astonishing coincidence had 
Maxore lasted all this time without so 
much as noticing anything untoward.” 

“He seemed happy with himself 
though,” Turlough objected. “I mean, 
not like the Professor. Couldn't you have 
left him?” 

“We can’t play with evolution, 
Turlough. The time of Mallet and 
Maxore as pase. This planet belongs 
a Bears inane ean allo 
relics of the past to influence thar species’ 
fuurure. It's better this way, believe me.” 

As the TARDIS departed, a purple- 
hued pool gathered once again amongst 
the debris. It bubbled upwards, coalesci 
into a humanoid shape, gaining, form 
substance oe i ars he 
rocks and merged with it, Its colour paled, 
its texture became rougher. It alae 


ures, 
Te paused then, and it might just have 
collapsed back into nothing. But then, the 
mind it was beginning to assimilate had. 
something special about it; something, 
which had also been present in the 
thoughts of Maxore and Rex Mallet. It 
believed in the virtue of determination, of 
ing to give up on a . Te was a 
faba that Wonk heer say die Aad the 
half-formed creature learnt from that, 
knowing that this form, this beautiful 
“Time Lord body, was too precious to let 
go without ight 
Irsteeled itself for one last try. 


t+ 
‘The doctors had wanted to turn off the 
life support systems. Jed had stopped 
them it was against ies eee 
had ever wanted. For his whole life, Rex 
Mallet had been terrified of death, His 
whole life, he had spent searching for one 
thing, 

So the necessary papers were signed and 
the necessary palms greased. Within 
hours, the Professor was carried, in a state 
of cryonic suspension, into the bunker he 
had once built with this very purpose in 
mind, : 

‘As they laid him to rest there, Jed swore 
he saw his father's face twitch, his mouth 
pulled briefly into the faintest of smiles. 
OF course, the doctors assured him that 
was impossible. Buc of this one thing, 
was Jed Mallet positive: Rex had gone to 
his rest happy. He had got what he'd 
always longed for. He was finally living 
forever. = 
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The last time we saw the Seventh Doctor and Ace the duo were walking away from Perivale 
in the closing seconds of Survival. However, 1993 saw both of them, and a host of former 
Doctor Who stars, gather together to record a twelve-minute adventure for the BBC’s annual 
Children in Need appeal. Here Sophie Aldred offers her personal remembrances of making 


Dimensions in 


Me.» 


y two main emotions when 
|\ /] recalling the recording of 
AV AL Dimensions in Time are those of 
extreme pleasure and great tiredness! I'd 
been looking forward to the whole thing 
ever since the producer, John Nathan: 
Tumer, called me out of the blue to ask 
whether I could take part. I was 
performing every night and twice on 
‘Wednesdays and Sarurdays in the musical 
Lust at the Theatre Royal'in London's 
Haymarket. I received a script and then a 
revised copy and worked out that Ace 
would be appearing in both episodes and 
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that I would be treading the hallowed 
ground of Albert Square, 

I'd never actually seen the EastEnders 
backlot before. If you didn’t blink too 
hard, you may have seen me doing my bit 
for soapdom in 1993 playing Suzy, a 
rather vampy piece of work memorable 
for a hint of three-in-a-bed with fi 
middle-class Clive and the imminently- 
departing Sam, of “I wanna be a model 
fame. Disappointingly, my scenes were 
recorded in a freezing cold yuppie: house 
somewhere near Shepherd's Bush, and 
although I managed to squeeze in a 


location lunch and also met Phil and 
Ricky (wow!) T never even had a sniff of 
the Queen Vic, the cafe, the launderette — 
in the market. Not that I'm an 
Enders watcher, you understand, I've 
just got some friends who like it... ahem 
ahem! 

So, imagine my delight when T walked 
into the D room at Elstree and saw 
Pauline and Kathy and... oh yes, all the 
Doctor Who gang as well! 1 must admit 
first impression was one of complete 
mayhem. The amazing make-up team 
seemed to be working with brushes in 
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both hands on three people at once, and 
yet they were their usual calm and chatty 
selves. 

Similarly, wardrobe (or rather a small 
room containing a large number of 
dlothes-rails, costumes and designer Ken 
Trew) was chaotic. It was wonderful to see 
Ken again and strange t00 to be handed 
my Ace jacket and to change into my 

ed jodhpurs and Greatest Show t- 
shirt. The dressing rooms were so far away 
from wardrobe thar I changed there and 
then, between the costume racks, and 
‘went in search of Albert Square, 


ASH BA’ 
T rounded one of the TARDIS-like Elstree 
corridors (ie I kept walking and walking 
for ages and alays returned to the ladies’ 
loo) and found Carole Ann Ford, who 
was also lost! Carole and I have met at 
many a convention (one of the benefits of 
the *Dactor Who family") and we had a 
good old chat on our way to the backlot. 
It’s a peculiar fecling to round a corer 
and artive suddenly in Albert Square. In 
real life it looks small and shabby and 
nothing like it does on television, I spotted 
old visual effects hand Mike Tucker, and 
we exchanged news while he wired up a 
small explosive device which was to 
punctuate the action. It looked to me like 
a pizza shovel with a flash pot attached, 
and Mike held it under the camera. At the 
end of each sequence, he set off the flash 
and the resulting puff of smoke in front of 
the lens meant that a change of Doctor 
and/or companion could be made as if by 
magic, John Nathan-Turner introduced 
me to the director, Stuart McDonald, and 
it wasn’t hard to spor the 3D element 
straight away, as Both of chem were 
wearing ridiculously large coloured glasses 
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and the actors had to be 
moving, hence the hive of activity over by 
the Vic, where the crew were laying a 
camera track. 

Al in all, it was a very strange sight. 
Assorted Doctor Who monsters were 
standing around the square in various 
states of undress, The EastEnders regular 
extras were sitting in a corner with haste 
chairs and a thermos of tea, swapping 
anecdotes — obviously experienced old 


hands and used to tedious hours of 
waiting for a tv crew. Other extras had to 
be drafted in — fans of Doctor Who who 
looked delighted and terrified at the same 
time — overjoyed to be there and scared 
that they would get in the way and upset 
someone. Then there were the EastEnders 
regulars, pleased at the break in the 
routine that the Ogrons and Sea Devils 
afforded. And finally, yarious generations 
of Doctors: first Colin Baker, then Peter 
Davison and finally Jon Pertwee all 
showed up. 

I was delighted to be working with 
Colin again afer our Sanger adventure, 
More than a Messiah, and we went 
through our lines as we waited for the 
camera track to be laid and the German 
cameraman to set up his shot. 

[ realised that we hadn’t got a suitable 
jacket for the scene where Ace picks one 
up from the market stall - when I'd read 
the sctipt I'd thought the jacket should be 
dead trendy and that Ace would think it 
was totally wicked. Unfortunately no-one 
had told Ken Frew, So, after going round 
all the extras and literally taking the coars 
off their backs, we decided to choose a 
very naff jacket from wardrobe and 
change my “wicked” into irony, I was 
hoping, to have the chance of wearing the 
{ice Viviente Weenood er Moschino 
creation — though come to think of it, 
Sanjay probably wouldn't stock them! 

Ie felt odd to play Ace again, and 1 
wondered whether my performance 
would have changed, especially working 
swith Colin and not with Sylv, And by this 
time I was keeping an eye on the time as | 
had to get to the theatre for a matinee. I 
peed have wortied, We did sever wakes 
— a couple of times the camera missed us 
as it passed past the fruit stall; once | 
couldn't get the jacket on properly and 
ended up flapping my arm Ii an 
once someone messed up a line. Short and 
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liked the naturalness and, looking at the 
final resulryso do I. Things like that always 
seem a lot worse and more obvious than 
they are. It was odd to have only two 
scenes to shoot in the day — in the good 
ald days I'd have been working right 
through. I had a long gap before the final 
sequence which we were filming over at 
the Maritime Muscum and I decided to 
go home and get some much wanted kip! 


THE FOOD CHAIN 

The lure of the catering wagon saw me 
back in Greenwich at Kinch time, and I 
arrived in time to see the helicopter taking 
off from the grounds of the Royal Naval 
College — exciting stuff. By now the sun 
had come out and the day was beautifull 
warm. We sat on the steps of the Museum 
and munched and chatted. 

My mother arrived, as she works in 
Greenwich, and was longing to see some 
Doctor Who action again. She took photos 
and was delighted to meet Jon Pertwee, 
Richard Franklin and Louise Jameson and 
to see Sylvester again ~ after all, Sylv, 
Mum and I share the same birthday! 

Jenny Drewett, the assistant floor 
manager, who I knew from many a 
Corners episode, asked if we could take 
Bessie for a spin and I think we must have 
frightened a few tourists 

‘After the lunch break, I had a brush 
and tidy up by Frances in a beautiful 
room stuffed with naval paintings, and 
helped Sylvester and Louise with their 
lines for the next sequence, It took ages to 
film because of the complicated camera 
movements. 

Those not involved hid behind a stone 
terrace in case the camera caught us in 
shot, and by the time they'd done take 
after take, the camerarnan must have been 
quite dizzy. 

We were ready for the final sequence 
when K9 decided to start misbehaving 
and, to operator Mat Irvine's despair, had 


to be hauled along on a fishing line 
Apparently this was par for the course 
wth KD... Well, you know whae they 
say about working with animals, especially 
the mechanical variety. Sylvester had some 
fiendish lines and we rin through chem 
again and again to get them into his head. 
can't remember whether it was him or 
me who had the “brilliant” idea of piling 
the machinery in my arms — I regretted it 
after a few takes because it was so heavy! 
rst 1 dropped everything, then 
something rubbed against my 
microphone, then we eoulint pth 
TARDIS door shut... 

At last, with the minutes ticking away, 
inished that shot. 1 was getting a bit 


we 


twitchy about having to Ieave to get to the 
theatre and we had a reaction shot to the 
Rani’s exploding TARDIS to complete, 
When eventually I saw the edited version 
in Chicago, sitting with seyentcen 
hundred American fans all wearing their 
recently-purchased 3-D glasses, 1 was 
disappointed that thar little scene had 
been cut, for timing reason: 
As we tumed to survey the exploding 
TARDIS, | rewrote my script 
cellent,” I murmured (believing Ace 
would have picked thar phrase up in the 
intervening years). 

The Doctor tums to Ace with a gleam 
in hiseye, “Wicked,” he concludes 


ops cursed as the shel 
k round him. The sole of his 
combat boot had split open again, 


allowing battlefield mud to soak into his 


He kepr his head down as he traced his 
way through the narrow trench. All 
around, green-uniformed men and 
women were dashing about, preparing 
themselves for the inevitable charge that 
followed a bombardment. Bodi 
propped up over the trench, guns 
into their hands, disguising the true 
th of the unit. 

Now, spitting laser beams were arching 
towards the trenches, picking our and 
incinerating the occasional target. The 
came a bleep from the mobile at Kop: 
belt. Keeping himself tucked well into the 
mud, he lifted the receiver to bis ear. 

ietitenant Kops speaking,” 

The excited, arrogant voice 
fis Projers Mareen enacted quel chil 
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from the phone. “Kops! ‘Take a squad to 
co-ordinates Alpha 2-5-6 ASAP! The 
enemy have left a plasma annihilator 
abandoned there, It's a good opportunity 
to secure the rights to ir 

Damn, thought Kops, a takeover bid 
Sterling was always doing this to him. 
Risky. He wished Sterling were here, that 
would make him think twice about these 
stupid manoeuvres. “Yes sir,” he replied, 
like a dutiful lieutenant 

“Can we diarise that?’ 

“We'll be there in half an hour.” If, he 
thought, we can get out of this wench 
h our prehistoric equipment. Still, a 
lasma annihilator would come in yery 
band itonhy the mereaseeeced Te 

them keep i 

He replaced the mobile and grabbed a 
corporal just rushing by, “Get a squ: 
together — the fittest personnel. We move 
out in fi 


Fifteen minutes later, they wete in no- 


person’s land. Kops kept his 
men and two women, as low as possible in 
the mud, hopping from one bilge filled 
crater to the next. He noticed that they 
were all struggling with their clumsy 
armour and weapons and hoped that no 
one would go under in the ale Fed 
seen that many times, He waved at the 
corporal and beckoned him over, Shells 
were dropping behind them now, onto 
the trenches they had just left. Kops 

coned it could only be an hour or so 
before the enemy emerged in force to 
charge them, Not much time for messing 
about, Still, he prided himself on being 
able to stick to tight deadlines 

The Corporal arrived and unpacked 
the scanner. Kops was surprised when the 
LED bleeped into life after only two 
smacks on its underside. A map of the ar 
slowly emerged on the screen. “About a 
hundred metres west, sir,” said the 
corporal. Kops looked at him and realised 
he was only about sixteen, His acned face 


appeared flushed and excited under the 
dented helmet. 

“What's your name son?” Kops asked. 
They got through so many personnel 
these day 

“Corporal Yit, si.” 

“Are you a school leaver?” 

“War Experience, sir. They've 
promised me a commision at the end of 
ic 

“Welcome to Hell. Let's go. It must be 
over there.” Kops pointed ata small rise in 
the ground. Miraculously, some bushes 
and even little trees were intact, Ruined, 
dead, and sprayed with mud, but intact. 
The annihilator must be in there 
somewhere. Two miles beyond that 
would be the enemy lines. Kops began to 
relax, perhaps they would make it afterall. 

Apparently undetected, Kops and his 
squad crawled their way to the little area of 
vegetation, He ordered one of the privates 
in to scan the immediate vicinity. If it was 
a trap, it was always a good idea to send 
the least experienced soldier into it. They 
waited for her to return, cocking their 
weapons. The shells flying overhead had 
ceased. The attack would be imminent. 


returned. “The gun's there, sir. I've 
checked ic for traps. It seems clean.” 

Kops nodded, he wasn't taking any 
chances. He thought for a minute. “All 
ight,” he said, “lets go for i.” 

The squad spread out expertly, 
approaching the target from a variety of 
angles. Kops felt his boot split again and 
he sank, ankle deep, into the slime. 
“Great,” he whispered, feeling the boot fill 
up and his foot freeze. 

‘There it was, the plasma annihilacor. 
Kops checked it over. A bulbous, stubby 
generator at the rear and a sharp, 
streamlined business end. One of the new 
models. He knew they changed them 
every year, one of the perks for the 
enemies front line elire. This was a coup 
for the Capital soldiers. If he could get it 
back in one piece, 

Kops approached the annihilator and 
instantly he was suspicious. It was a bit too 
convenient, why leave an expensive 
weapon lying abour unguarded? He'd 
esd the Gago cease here 
such a piece of good fortune. His heart 
jumped as he saw the must coating the 
device's casing. This was very bad. 

All hell broke loose. A’ blast. of laser 
energy and three members of his squad 
disappeared, lost in a white wave of fire, 
Included in the disappearance was the 
youthful Corporal Yitz. Kops threw 
himself to the ground, It was an ambush. 
‘Thoughts dynamited through his brain, 
Sterling had been head-hunted, made a 
deal with the other side, he and his squad 
had been declared redundant... . 

“Daman!” came a voice from beneath 
the trees, Kops recognised it. He looked 
across at the face of his sole remaining 
trooper, the rookie woman. She scemed 
seared and. about to panic. 
sers packed in,” came the irate voice 
again. “Lousy cuts! Move in and take 


them with blades!” 

The voice belonged to Roberts, once an 
officer with the Capital and Kops’ best 
friend. Now he worked for the enemy, 
having been offered, it was reputed, a very 
tasty contract. Kops knew he could expect 
no mercy. 

The trees shook with movement and 
Kops’ heart sank. Twenty, grey-garbed 
troops emerged from the undergrowth, 
Yobbies, Hite troops. Kops recalled his 
side’s old_joke about them. Young, 
Overly Businesslike Bas 

“Lieutenant Kops. What a pleasant 
surprise.” Kops tensed with anger as he 
recognised the sinister tones of his old 
comrade, 


Ther 


was no way out. He was dead 
Still, he might try opening 
His rookie lay in the mud, 
‘ome on, Roberts,” he said. 
adeal.” 

Roberts stood there, surrounded by his 
eager-looking troops. His grizzled face was 
peceamakel Sih the sao bid bar 
“No deals,” he replied coldly. “Just you, 
dead.” He pulled a rusty looking bayonet 
from a sheath. 

Kops stood up. His mind was casting 
about for solutions. None came. Smoke 
rose from the remains of his dead squad. 
There had to be options, There were 
always options. Strangely, all he could 
think about was the mud oozing into his 
boot. 


‘Two men, faces hidden behind scarves, 


moved in on him, knives raised. Kops 
prepared himself for a fight. He would not 
die casily, From somewhere on the 
ground, the squeals of 
pierced the ai 

thought to himself, come on. 

Suddenly, the clearing 
an ear-splitting, mechanical shriek. An 
object was appearing from out of 
nowhere. A blue object. 

Everyone, including Kops, stopped 
whatever it was they were doing and 
gaped in wonder at the new arrival. 

Here, in the middle of the battlefield, 
stood a box, stencilled with the words: 
POLICE PUBLIC CALL BOX and a 
blue lig on its roof, 

‘As he watched, a genial middle aged 
man in a hideous red costume emerged 
from a pair of doors. He had vibrant curly 
blonde hair that seemed powered by a 
mysterious form of static electricity. He 
was closely followed by an attractive 
brown-haired woman in a thin blouse 
and a pair of blue shorts, They stopped 
and stared straight at the soldiers. The 
sscreneceed atl tapped the man on 
the shoulder “Holiday planer, huh: 
remarked in an unfamili 
glanced nervously at the trooy 
abandoned Kops and were 
her. “Doctor,” she said, 
better get out of here.” 

‘The man simply beamed an infectious 

rin at the troops. “Hello,” he said 
Bese “ wonder if you could help me? 


lvancing on 


I think we'd 


We seem to have become a little mistaid, 
We're on our way to Constantipolydes.” 

Roberts was storming over to the odd- 
looking stranger. With a stern expression 
heiguilled allt: eevolver Som his bak 
Without a break, the stranger continued 
his odd, one-way conversation. “Great 
white beaches, sentient sea water . 
hut up!” Roberts commanded. 

Two suns that allow one to tan oneself 
in various different shades...” 

“I said shut up!” With thar, Roberts 
whipped his revolver across the stranger's 
face, He fell into the mud. The girl 
shricked and ran to him. 

Roberts ignored her, instead turning to 
his men, “Under the aegis of my contract, 
I hereby authorise termination of 
employment. In this case, no notice is 
required.” 

Kops allowed himself an inward grin 
Roberts had always been a stickler for 
paperwork. ‘The squad moved in on the 
strangers. 

“W-Wait a minute,” stuttered the 
woman, “We haven't done anything, 

“My dear chap, there is no need for 
this,” said the man. “We can simply 
leave.” 

Roberts cocked his revolver. A handful 
of soldiers lifted the couple to their fect. 
Roberts pointed his gun at the man’s 
Kops knew that if there was one thing 
Roberts enjoyed more than admin, it was 
firing people. 

“T'want you to know this is nothing 
personal, ies purcly business.” 

Then the siren went off and everyone 
stopped. 


The Doctor couldn't believe his luck. He 
had faced certain death many times in his 
complex life but never like this, The gun 
was removed from his head and the man 
wielding ic replaced it onto his belt. “Same 
time tomorrow then,” he said, grinning, 

All around them, in what was a yery 
unpleasant and muddy clearing in some 
trees, soldiers were shouldering their 
weapons and lighting up cigarettes, Even 
the two green uniformed troops on the 
ground stood up and were cleaning mud 
off themselves. 

The Doctor thought furiously. 
Obviously, the siren was some sort of 
signal for the hostilities to cease, Had a 
cease-fire or even an armistice been 
declared? 

“What's going on?” asked Peri, clearly 
relieved. “Doctor? 

The squad were leaving the area. The 
Doctor realised they could probably get in 
the TARDIS and escape but his curiosity 
was roused. “ .” he said to his 
almost-execurioner. 

Surprised, the man turned and asked, 
“Yes? 

“Where are you all going?” 

This time, one of the green soldiers, an 
experienced looking man, gave the reply. 
“Home, of course.’ 

“Doctor, let's get out of this 
whimpered Peri nervously. 

The Doctor pressed on with his 
questions, “What happened to the war?” 

The two squad commanders shared 
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asylum,” 


g The green uniform said, 
“It's the end of the day. Packing up time, 
By the way, I'm Lieutenant Kops of the 
Capital Army and this is Captain Roberts, 
now fighting for the Enterprise Zone, 
Pleased to meet you.” 

“Delighted, I'm sure, 
offering his hand. 

Head spinning with this abrupt change 
in behaviour, the Doctor shook hands and 
replied, “I am the Doctor and this is my 
friend Peri Brown.” Peri gave a weak 
smile, tugging at his arm to get him to 
leave, He continued, “Are you saying that 
this war, whatever it might be, finishes at 
five o'clock, every day’ 

Kops nodded. “Unless there's overtime, 
bur there's precious little of that these 
days.” Roberts regretfully nodded in 
agreement, “Start again at nine sharp 
tomorrov 

“And then what?” asked Peri. 

“Back to where we left off,” replied 
Roberts, “and I execute the both of you.” 

Most of the soldiers, including the little 
woman in the green uniform, had 
wandered off. Despite Peri’s obvious 
sidling back to the TARDIS, the Doctor 
could not resist trying 0 find out more. 
“Whar's this war all about then?” he said. 
“Ie certainly seems to be conducted in a 
very civilised fashion,” 

Kops was inspecting his boot. The 
Doctor noticed that it was a very sad 
looking boot, almost flaking off the 
soldier's foot. In fact, on dose inspection, 


Roberts, 


all their equipment was ancient and in 
various stages of disrepair. “You mean you 
don’t know?” inquired the officer, 
distractedly. 

“We've been away.” 

“Doctor?” insisted Peri, now at the 
TARDIS doors, 

“Economies,” Kops explained, Roberts 
stood by, obviously waiting for him. “You 
sce, we had to have a war.” 

“Why?” asked the Doctor, 

“After the Great Recession of the 
Nineties, ic was clear that something had 
to be done, That was a bad one. The 
worst.” 

“Yes, half the population of the planet 
had starved to death by the time the 
Government admitted to it. Nasty,” said 
Roberts, clearly wincing at the memory. 

“So it was decided,” Kops continued, 
“the best way to keep things ticking over 
and everyone in work, was to have a war. 
The population was split into two factions 
and off we went. Few years ago now.” 

The Doctor was beginning to think 
that he really had seen everything in the 
universe. “And it was all as simple as that,” 
he stated, clarifying his thoughts. “The 
economy constantly growing, a 
population in permanent employment, 
high turnover of manufactured materials, 

“It's all very efficient,” said Kops 
happily. 

“It’s horrible,” whispered Peri some 
way away, “Don’t you see you're being 
exploited? Why don’t you fight back at 


whoever is running this war. They're your 
real enemy. 

Kops and Roberss stared at her in the 
way a patronising teacher stares at a slow 
pupil. “Don's be silly,” said Roberts, “then 
wed just be back where we started. This is 
the best way.” 

“{ still don’t like it,” said the Doctor. 
“And [intend to puta stop to it. 

Before Kops and Roberts could reply, a 
doable Bleep caine teem’ the slim 
communicators on their belts, “The 
office,” they both said and lifted the 
devices to their cars, 

Peri tentatively crepe back up to the 
Doctor. “What are we hanging around 
here for? They're going to kill us 
tomorrow.” 

He stared down at his companion. 
fe can't just leave these fools to self- 
destruction, Peri, They don't realise that 
eventually they're going to destroy their 
planet in their drive for economic 
cfliciency.” 

“How do you know? 

“Irs an historic inevitability. Don’t 
worry, [il sort it out.” 

Kops and Roberts had finished their 
conversations. They seemed pleased about 
something. At last, Kops spoke, “They're 
sending an Audit Squad out here to speak 
to yout, They're on their way now. They 
seemed to think you were trespassing,” 

The Doctor noticed uncomfortably 
that Roberts was again unholstering his 
revolver. “We've also been allowed half an 
hour's overtime to detain you. And 
dispose of you if you give us any trouble.” 

*[ really think we should be getting 
cto the TARDIS . ..” Peri wailed. 

“No,” the Doctor was insistent. ‘This 
mixed up war was annoying him, He had 
never heard of anything so stupid. “Listen 
to me. | take it that both your sides believe 
in efficiency and economy above all else.” 


be 


Kops nodded. “Yes . .. so what?” 

“And that this war exists in order to use 
up surplus population and equipment?” 

Roberts was toying with his gun. “Of 
course. Otherwise there would be no 
point in. having a war.” 

The Doctor began to declaim, He 
knew he was talking for his life. He 
gestured at the wo men. “Well, look at 
the state of your weaponry! It’s a disgrace! 
How can you be expected to fight a war 
efficiently when you're equipment is 
hopelessly inadequate?” 

Kops and Roberts seemed unhappy but 
clearly impressed with the Doctors logic 
“It’s not our department... none of our 
business,” Roberts whispered 

“Then make it your business!” shouted 
the Doctor. “Get onto your management 
and tell them what you need. 

The nwo men scratched their grizzled 
heads. “Why should they listen to us? 
asked Kops. 

The Doctor laughed a scomful laugh 
“Make them listen! Get onto your 
comrades and tell them too, Explain to 
the management that you won't work 
until you're properly equipped. If there's 
enough of you then they'll haye to listen.” 

For a second, the Doctor thought he 
was wasting his time. It was a bit of an 
unlikely ruse after all, He was surprised 
when both men began nodding in 
agreement. 

It makes sense . 
unsure of himself 

“Tam sick of having these holes in my 
boots...” said Kops. 

The Doctor acted on their indecision. 
“You never get anything unless you ask for 
it, Who knows, they might even admire 
your initiative. Could mean a 
promotion. 

Kops and Roberts both looked much 
happier with the arrangement. “You never 


” said Robe: 


8, 


know," said Kops, “it might just work. If 
we gor some proper weaponry we could 
really give you lot a seeing to.” 

“With proper facilities we could cut 
down on the time we spend repairing our 
equipment and get on with the fighting, 
remarked Roberts. Soon they were 
discussing furiously amongst themselves 
“They seemed oblivious to the Doctor and 
Peri, The Time Lord breathed a sigh of 
relief. “Time we were off, Peri,” he said 
quictly. 

“At last,” she whispered with relief 
‘Are you sure this will work? Seems a bit 
ofa crazy idea to me.” 

They began sneaking back to the 
TARDIS. The Doctor carefully opened 
the doors and invited his companion 
inside. “OF course it'll work Peri,” he 
scated calmly. “Once they get properly 
organised they'll be locked in negotiations 
for years. Hopefully, they'll sce sense and 
do something a bir more useful when they 
get fed up with itall. Those two look very 
determined.” 

He felt Pers big, brown eyes staring at 
him. “How do you get away with i2” she 
asked. 

He smiled his big grin again. “Because, 
my dear, I am the universe's most 
successful salesman. Now, let’s go. 
Constantipolydes is waiting,” 

The doors closed and minutes later, 
with a great groaning noise, the TARDIS 
demarerialised. 

Kops and Roberts did not even notice 
it go. They were busy discussing strategies 
“This could be very good,” Kops said 
excitedly. “New boots, weapons that 
work, who knows, we might even be able 
to get two weeks a year in one of the 
tropical war-zones . 

‘They were still talking when the sun set 
over the battlefield and the Audit Squad 
arrived. “ 
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fier leaving Segonax, the TARDIS 
A landed in the toilets of a small cafe 
on Rebeeka VI 

I don’t want to seem ungrateful, 
Professor,” Ace said as she st 
into a dingy corridor and sniffed, “but it 
smells lke a café co me.” 

The sounds of cutlery on crockery, 
voices raised in good-natured argument, 
drifted along the corridor towards them. 
From the other direction came a miasma 
of rich, steamy smells that were so exotic, 
so intense, that Ace could almost sce them 
as iridescent strands of colour floating 
through the air 

“Indeed it is,” the Doctor said, leaving 
his time craft. “This is one of the preinier 
eating establishments on this fine and 
ful planet.” 

Bur its still café” 


nd 


The Doctor glanced back to where the 
TARDIS completely blocked all access to 
the toilets. 
“You have some objection ro cafés?” 
“Only that P've worked in them all my 
life.” She poked at a stack of what looked 
like dried bats’ ears with the toe of her 
trainers, “The last thing I want to do is 
end up in the kitchens 

“Worry nor,” he 
cheerfully, “T only ha 
carry out, and then we c 


i. 
said, smiling 
small errand to 

move on to 
fresh woods and pastures new.” 

She grinned. “All right, I believe you.” 
She took a couple of steps towards the 
source of the conversation, “What's this 
mysterious errand, then?” 

He leaned on his umbrella, “I have to 
pick up a small vase from a market here. 
Irs an element of a much larger plan 


Z 


which will take me centuries to 
accomplish and will result in the complete 
defeat of an alien race known as the 
Sontarans, but that’s not important right 
now. 


nd this little vase is a part of i?” Ace 
wasn't convinced. 

“[e’s the first move in a game thar will 
affect the course of the universe,” he said 
seriously. “The vase is innocuous in itself, 
but its symbolic importance cannot be 
overestimared 
A creature like a sleek ostrich with 
stubby arms instead of wings pushed past 
them as if they weren't there. It was 
carrying a plate of small pink creatures in a 

They were wide-eyed and 


the Doctor said, breathing in 
Kelkots in voxnic. A culinary 


delight to rival anything in the galaxy. 
Hungry, Ace? 

“Nah,” she said, eying the waiter's back 
dubiously. “P've got this rule that | don’t 
eat anything with a face, 

The Doctor's face creased into a 
worried frown. 

I've got this rule that I don’t let 
anything with a face ear me,” he said, “but 
it doesn't stop them trying.” He 
brightened, “Oh well. Never say ‘diet’ 
Come on Ace, let's go. 

He strode along the corridor after the 
waiter. Ace, after a moment, followed. 

The café itself was a large, low-ceilinged 
room with oddly-shaped tables sprouting 
like mushrooms from the floor. The room 
was full of the ostrich-like alas : 
Rebeekans, Ace assumed. They were 
variously eating, drinking, anion 
grooming their plumage and watching the 
wall-mounted trid-dee screens, It looked 
to Ace's unttained eye as if lot of them 
were bruised, or bandaged, or had patches 
of bald skin surrounded by singed 
feathers. Most of them had battered old 
laser rifles slung over their shoulders. 
Some had grimy blasters on the tables 
beside them, One drunken bird slumped 
over a glass even looked as if he had 
grenades slung from his belt 

The Doctor's gaze scanned the room, 
and rested upon the wall-wide window on 
the far side. Following his gaze, Ace could 
see a scene of urban devastation. Burnt 
out buildings with pock-marked walls, 
rubble strewn streets and a smoke-grey 


sky 


The neighbourhood’s gone downhill 

since I was last here,” the Doctor said. 
Something flashed past the window, 

almost too fast to be seen. Moments later 

an explosion rocked the café from further 

down the street. Stones and unidenfiably 

charred objects rained down from the red 
y. 

The Doctor frowned. “Hmm.” 

“Doctor?” 

“Not now, Ace P'm thinking.” 

She shrugee “Could be here for 

hours, then, see murmured, and glanced 

around the room. ‘The waiter was heading 


back towards her, having left the plare if 


live kelkots struggling weakly in their 
voxnic sauce at the table of an Rebeekan 
who was delightedly picking them out, 
one by one, and swallowing them whol. 

“Scuse me, mate,” Ace said, grabbing 
hold of the waiter’s stubby arm. He 
halted, and lowered his long, slightly 
fuzzed neck until his eyes were on a level 
with hers. They were large and brown, 
and reminded her oddly of Bambi. 

“If you would like to find a table,” ic 
hooted in a voice like a rusty saxophone, 
“Pll come and take your order in a 
moment.” 

“Great,” she said, and gestured to the 
window. “Can you tell me what's going 
‘on out there?” 

The waiter shrugged: a curiously 
familiar gesture from a creature so alien. 

Last we heard, the militia were 
advancing across the park. ‘They're trying 
to retake the tri-dee station, but the 
government forces are holding them off.” 


Ic shook off her arm and moved away 
“The flettings are off, I'm afraid,” i said 
over its feathered shoulder, “bue the chef's 
special is cold darvil soup.” 

“Sounds great,” she said as ir left the 
café for the kitchens. A triedee screen 
nearby caught her eye. A harried-looking 
Rebeekan with khaki-dyed plumage wa 
gabbling something from a script whilst. 
in the darkened studio behind it 
silhouettes were setting up rocker- 
launchers and laser cannons. 

“Something's going on here, Ace,” the 
Doctor said finally, “Something 
unpleasant, I can fel it in my bones. 

*Civil war,” she said succinctly 

He glanced over at her. “How do you 
know? 

“Oh, I pick things up. 

He frowned, “I still have to get that 
vase,” he said finally 
‘Whereis i? 

The market is a few blocks south of 
here. The civil war- if that’s what iis isa 
complication, bur with huck and a good 
tail wind I can get to the market and back 
before you know it 

Ace glowered at him. Even though he 
was just as short as she was, she always fele 


as though she had to look up at him. 

“What do you mean? I'm coming with 
you, aren’t I?’ 

Too dang 
and order up a cup of t 
soon.” 

‘And you reckon this market will still 
be going in the middle of a civil wai 

He gestured at their surroundings. “Life 
goes on. People still have to eat, and drink, 
and entertain themselves. The warring 
factions are probably only a small handful 
compared with the general populace at 
large, although they have an effect out of 
all proportion to the size of their respective 
forces.” He grimaced. “Such a shame, to 
see a beautiful planet laid to waste because 
of a political or religious if. Ir makes me 
so angry whenever I see it happen.” 

He was at the door before Ace could 
blink. The stuttering sound of a distant 
flechette carbine cur through the hubbub 
of conversation fora moment. 

“Hang on,” she said urgently. “Isn't 
there anywhere else you could get this 
vitally important vase thing?” 

He shook his head. 

“The vases are only made here, on 
Rebeeka, by the hands of local craftsmen 


erous, I suggest you stay here 


T'll be back 


trained for centuries in the firing and 
glazing: techniques of their ancestors,” he 
grumbled. “They are prized around the 
universe for the delicacy of their 
decoration. There is no alternative, 'm 
afraid. ‘The fate of the universe might just 
hang upon it.” 

As he spoke, a small hover-vehicle slid 
to a halt outside the café. Three 
Rebeekans jumped out, looked around 
and ran off, leaving the doors hanging 
open. Ace had seen things like that 
before, on the ten o'clock news. She knew 
what i signified 

“Er, Professor?” she cried, but he had 
tical eepral ounce dance 

“Don't let the tea stew,” he shouted, 
just as the vehicle exploded. The blast- 
proof café window bulged alarmingly as 
fame, debris and smoke washed across it, 
Conversation halted, and one or two of 
the café’s occupants made grabs for their 
weapons of ducked. After a few mom 
the smoke cleared. A Rebeckan cracked a 
joke, and a ripple of nervous laughter ran 
around the room, Conversations were 
picked up where they had been 
abandoned, and the clink of cutlery upon 
plates started up again. 

Outside, in the street, the vehicle was a 
just a twisted metal flower in the middle 
of a small cratet. Of the Doctor there was 
no sign, 


ke 
Further along the street, the Doctor 
lowered his umbrella and gazed owlishly 
at the devastation around him. He 
remembered from previous visits the 
noble spires and graceful arches of 
Rebeeka, but they were broken and japged 
ich, ike aherenalcy teeth A pall of 
thick, greasy smoke hung above the city, 
and above it, in the distance, light lashed 
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briefly on a pair of high-altitude jets as 
they fought for supremacy, their vapour 
trails coiling around each other like ditty 
ribbons. 

The Doctor scurried off down the 
street, picking his way carefully across 
shattered patches of road and the remains 
of fallen Eiildings He passed a baker's 
shop where Rebeekans queued patiently 
to be served. The body of a fallen soldier 
lay in the middle of the street, but they 
seemed not to see it. 

AA streak of light flashed actoss the street 
from a rooftop, and one of the Rebeckans 
fell, green blood spurting from a head 
wound. The Doctor moved towards 
them, wondering what he could do to 
help, but the Rebeekans quickly gathered 
up their fallen friend and melted away. 
Within moments the street was deserted 
and metal shutters had come down over 
the baker's shop. 

Another flash of light, and the ground 
blistered ar the Doctor's feet. The smell of 
seared dust reached his nostrils. He gazed 
around wildly, but the sniper was well 
hidden. Too well hidden. 

“Coward!” the Doctor cried, waving his 
umbrella over his head, “Skulking in’ the 
shadows with gun in your hand. Come 
out into the light and face me! Dare you? 
Dare you?” 

No answer. Pethaps the sniper was 
reloading. Perhaps it had moved on. 

The Doctor moved on too. 

Pies 

Ace had found a spot at an empry table, 
and was sipping cautiously at a half 

finished drink that somebody had left 
behind. At least, she thought, it was a 
drink. It might have been a finger bowl or 
an ashtray for all she knew, It tasted of 
raspberries and cream 


She glanced up, and noticed a queue of 
Rebeekans forming ar the door that led to 
the kitchens and the toilets. She wondered 
for a moment what was going on, but a 
sudden shout from the table beside her 
attracted her attention. A group of 
Rebeekans were clustered around a 
hexagonal board that was covered in lines 
and carved counters, One of them had 
just turned a counter over, and was 
crowing, whooping and doing a funky 
chicken-type dance, The other one’s neck 

was bowed. Ace es it was the 
Rebeekan equivalent of a domino match. 

‘The winner caught sight of Ace in mid- 
whoop, and froze. The crowd suddenly 
went quiet, and a path opened up 
between her and the table. 

“You want to play?” the winner said 
with exaggerated politeness. 

“Nah, I don’t think so, 
and looked away. 

the bird said, nudging a friend 
with its stubby wingarm. “It's true what 
they say abour humans then. Cowards, 
through and through. 

Ace tured, seething, 

“Whar was that, bird-brain?” she 
hissed. “Set that board up and I'll whip 
you good and proper.” 

+ + # 
From the shattered doorway of a ruined 
house, the Doctor watched as the militia 
forces moved cautiously away down the 
Their uniforms were torn and 
dusty, and their eyes were dulled by 
fatigue. Most of them had injuries of one 
sort or another. They were conducting a 
house-to-house search, bur he'd managed 
to outflank them by the simple expedient 
of lying down and pretending to be dead 
until they had passed. 

He wondered briefly what they were 
fighting over. He wondered if they knew 

ed seen the same thing happen so many 
times before on planet after planet: entire 
entire civilizations decima 
ted for reasons that nobody could 
remember by the end of it. Usually ir was 
some trivial interpretation of a line in a 
Thaly book: or welineterce i eye colour, of 
a disagreement about the way certain 
words were pronounced. There was 
nothing he could ever do. Nobody would 
ever listen to reason. 

“The marker was just around the corner. 
He waited until the militia had entered 
another house, then scurried away. 

How had she gotten herself into this? 

Ace was seated across the table from the 
winner of the previous game, His 
plumage was fluffed up and his eyes 

Jeamed brightly. Between them was the 
Fae —a slab of slate with incised curves 
and symbols, Small counters with symbols 
painted on them were scattered, seemingly 
faker ly, across it 

‘The Rebeekan stared intently at her, 
waiting for her to make a move. Ace 
hadn't got a clue what to do. She could 
give up and walk away, but something in 
the Rebeekan’s gaze told her that it mig 
not be the best course of action. And 
besides: she had her pride, 

There was a shot from outside. Ace 


she muttered, 


street. 


communitie 


tured to look out of the window, hoping 
thar it might mark the arrival of the 
Doctor. 

No such luck. The loser of the last 
game was lying in the centre of the street, 
Teaking blood into the dust. Two of the 
Bebe aib hed Wer ctarsline beac 
the winner — she recognised them by their 
plumage were walking casually back 
towards the cafe. 

Ah. Nobody had mentioned forfeits. 

This hadn't been one of her berter 
ideas, 

She reached out towards one of the 
counters, trying to stop her hand from 
shaking. Pethaps if she made a move - any 
move — it might be okay, She could pick 
things up as she went along. Couldn't she? 

The crowd drew in a breath. Her hand 
hovered over the coiinter. This one? The 
next one? And where should she move it? 
Was she supposed to move it, or eat it, or 
what? 

In desperation she scanned the beaked 
faces of the crown, looking for a hint, a 
clue of some kind, and her eye was caught 
bya movement. A Rebeekan with a crest 
of orange feathers was shaking its head. 

She moved her hand sideways to hovet 
over another counter. The Rebeekan 
nodded: its crested skull bobbing on the 
end of its long, thin neck. Did it mean 
“yes, move that one?” Or did nodding 
mean “no” in Rebeekan? Or did it just 
have a nervous tic? 

She pushed the counter forward. The 
crowd murmured. She pushed slowly, 
hoping against hope that the crested 
Rebeekan would let her know when to 
stop. 

Tr nodded. She snatched her finger off 
the counter as if it were red hot. 

Her opponent was muttering to its 


friends. Itwas looking worried. 

“No conferring!” she yelled. Her 
opponent quickly shoved a counter 
sideways, and turned it upside down, 

Ace let her hand move across the board, 
trying nor to look at her new friend in the 
crowd but watching out for any 
movement of its head, Eventually, it 
nodded. She put her finger on the nearest 
counter and slid it to the left..A shake of 
the head. To the right. A nod. Two inches 

«three inches . .. another nod. She 
stopped, and a handful of Rebeekans in 
the crowd clapped spontaneously 

‘Ace breathed a sigh of relief. This might 
just work. 


KF 
As far as the Doctor could see, the market 
seemed to have missed most of the war. 
Perhaps there was some kind of 
understanding between the opposing 
forces thar it should be left intact. Perhaps 
both sides needed to shop for food there, 
It wouldn’t be the first time that the 
Doctor had seen supposedly mortal 
enemies fraternise with each other 
between bouts of fighting, as if they were 
fighting nine-to-five bur friends on 
evenings and weekends. 

The Doctor was bartering with an old, 
almost bald Rebeekan standing behind a 
tattered old stall. It held the only example 
of the type of vase that he wanted in its 
hands, and wouldn’t let go no. matter 
what he offered. 

“How much?” he pleaded, but the alien 
just shook its head impassively, its large 
brown eyes gazing blankly at the Doctor. 

“Anything?” he pleaded, “just name 
your price. The entire future of the 
universe might depend upon this 
bargain. 

“T can see you're new to bartering, 


the 


Rebeekan said, in a wheezy voiee. “You're 
supposed to pretend that you don't 
particularly want the vase, and I'm 
supposed to tell you about how it used to 
beleng tn the fe Zeros of Thi and 
held the ashes of his third bishop.” 

“Did i2” the Doctor asked. 

‘Of course not. Look, shall we get to 
the point. A year ago I could have brought 
a house with the money it costs to buy 
loaf of bread these days. That's the war for 
you: spiralling inflation. Money's no use 
unless it comes by the barrowload.” Ir 
looked the Doctor up and down. “That 
white cloth thing that you're wearing 
looks nice and tasty. Il swap. This vase 
for that cloth thing,” 

The Doctor looked blankly at the 
deekan, 

“You want my jacket? To eat?” 

“Times are hard.” 

After a few moments the Doctor 
nodded. “Done,” he said. 

You certainly have been,” the old 
Rebeekan said. 
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When the Doctor finally entered the café 
he found Ace sitting ata drink-laden rable, 
She was surrounded by an admiring 
crowd who were patting her back, praising 
her skill and forcing new drinks upon her. 

“Having fun?” he asked. 

"Yeah, thanks,” she said. 

“Are those two bodies that I stepped 
over in the street fresh?” 

“T guess so,” she said, meeting his give 
calmly. “Get what you came for? 

“I did,” he said. 

“And lost your jacket on the way.” 

“Tve got others back in the TARDIS 
He mused for a moment, “It’s time for a 
change anyway. A brown one might be 
nice.” He grimaced. “Time to go, I think. 
Thave other plans on the boil, and I need 
to get back to Earth in a hurry.” 

‘Ace looked warily at him. “Earth?” she 
sid. 

“Before your time,” he growled. “The 
Nineteen Nineties.” 

She stood and pushed her way throu 
the flock towards him, smiling at a 
Rebeckan with a bright orange crest as she 
passed it. The Rebeekan nodded solemnly 
back, then smiled slightly 

Thanks,” the Doctor heard her say. 

*My pleasure,” the alien replied. “That 
was my sibling who lost earlier on, Thank 
you for trusting me 

The door to the corridor was blocked 
bya long queue of Rebeekans. 

“What's going on?” the Doctor 
muttered. “Guided tour of the kitchens or 
something?” 
ce suddenly sniggered. “Ex, Professor? 
Remember where we landed?” 

“Yes of course I do. The lavatoties, but 
I don’t see what that’s gor to do with 
anything.” 

“Well, we sort of blocked the doorway, 
didn't w 

“We may have caus 
obstruction, yes, but...” 

His voice trailed off into silence as he 
realised the importance of Ace's words. 

“You did lock the door, didn’t you?” 
she asked sweetly 
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